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BARRING  OUT; 

OR, 

PARTY  SPIRIT. 

'•«<  rr~i 

1  HE  mother  of  mifchief,"  fays  an 

old  proverb,  "  is  no  bigger  than  a  midge's 
wing," 

At  .  Doctor  Middleton's  fchool, 
there  was  a  great  tall  clunce  of  the 
name  of  Fifher,  who  never  could  be 
taught  how  to  look  out  a  word  in  a  dic- 
tionary. He  ufed  to  torment  every 
body  with — "  DO  pray  help  me  !  I  can't 
make  out  this  one  word." — The  perfon 
who  ufually  helped  him  in  his  diflrefs 
was  a  very  clever  good-natured  boy,  of 
the  name  of  De  Grey.  De  Grey  had 
been  many  years  under-Dr.  Middleton'-s 
care,  and  by  his  abilities  and  good  con- 
duel  did  him  great  credit.  The  Doctor 
certainly  was  both  proud  and  fond  of 
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him ;  but  he  was  fo  well  beloved,  or  fo 
much  efteemed  by  his  companions,  that 
nobody  had  ever  called  him  by  the 
odious  name  of  favourite,  until  the  ar- 
rival of  a  new  fcholar  of  the  name  of 
Archer. 

Till  Archer  came,  the  ideas  of  fa- 
vourites and  parties  were  almoft  un- 
known at  Dr.  Middleton's  -9  but  he 
brought  all  thefe  ideas  frefh  from  a  great 
public  fchool,  at  which  he  had  been 
educated — at  which  he  had  acquired  a 
fufficient  quantity  of  Greek  and  Latin, 
.and  a  fuperabundant  quantity  of  party- 
fpirit.  His  aim,  the  moment  that  he 
came  to  a  new  fchool,  was  to  get  to  the 
head  of  it,  or  at  lead  to  form  the  flrong- 
eft  party.  His  influence,  for  he  was  a 
boy  of  confiderable  abilities,  was  quick- 
•.ly  felt,  though  he  had  a  powerful  rival, 
as  he  thought  proper  to  call  him,  in  De 
Grey;  and,  with  him,  a  rival  was  always 
an  enemy.  De  Grey,  fo  far  from  giving 
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him  any  caufe  of  hatred,  treated  him 
with  a  degree  of  cordiality,  which  would 
probably  have  had  an  effect  upon 
Archer's  mind,  if  it  had  not  been  for 
the  artifices  of  Fifher. 

It  may  feem  iurprlfing,  that  a  gr£tf£ 
dunce  fhould  be  able  to  work  upon  a 
boy  like  Archer,  who  was  called  a  great 
genius ;  but  when  genius  \.  ;oined  to  a 
violent  temper,  inftead  of  being  united 
to  good  fenfe,  it  is  at  the  mercy  even  of 
dunces. 

Fifher  was  mr  really  offended  one 
morning  by  De  Grey's  fre  ufmg  to  tranf- 
late  his  whole  leffon  for  him.  He  went 
over  to  Archer,  who,  confidering  him 
as  a  parti  fan  deferring  from  the  enemy, 
received  him  wi  h  open  arms,  and  tranf- 
lated  his  whole  ieifon,  without  exprefs- 
JDg  much  contempt  for  his  ftupidity. 
From  this  moment  Fifher  forgot  all  De 
Grey's  former  kindnefs,  and  confidered 
only  how  he  could  in  his  turn  mortify 
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the  perfon,  whom  he  felt  to  be  To  much* 
his  fuperior. 

De  Grey  and  Archer  were  now  read^ 
ing  for  a  premium,,  which  was  to  be 
given  in  their  clafs.  Fifher  betted  oh 
Archer's  head,  who  had  not  fenie  enough 
to  defpife  the  bet  of  a  blockhead.  On 
the  contrary,  he  fuffered  him  to  excite 
the  fpirit  of  rivalfhip  in  its  utmoft  furv 
by  colleding  the  bets  of  all  the  fchool. — 
So  that  this  premium  now  became  a> 
matter  of  the  greateft  confequence,  and 
Archer,  inftead  of  taking  the  m£ans  to 
fecure  a  judgment  in  his  favour,  was 
liftening  to  the  opinions  of  all  his  com- 
panions. It  was  a  prize  which  was  to  be 
won  by  his  own  exertions,  but  he  fuffered 
himfelf  to  confider  it  as  an  affair  of 
chance.  The  confequence  was,  that  he 
trufted  to  chance — his  partifans  loft  their 
wagers,  and  he  the  premium — and  his 
temper. 

"  Mr,  Archer,"  faid  Dr.  Middleton, 
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after  the  grand  affair  was  decided,  <{  you 
have  clone  all  that  genius  alone  could 
do  ;  but  you,  De  Grey,  have  done  all 
that  genius,  and  induftry  united,  could 
do."~ 

"  Well!"  cried  Archer,  with  affedled 
gayety,  as  foon  as  the    Doctor  had  left 
the   room — "  Well,  I'm   content  with 
my  fentence — Genius  alone  for  me  !   in- 
duftry for  thofe  who  want  it,"  added  he, 
with  a  iigniricant  look  at  De  Grey. 
•    Filher  applauded  this  as  a  very  fpirited 
fpeech,  and,  by   insinuations,    that  Dr. 
Middleton  "  always  gave  the  premium 
to  De  Grey,"  and  that  "  thofe  who  had 
loft  their  bets  might   thank  themfelves 
for  it,  for  being   fuch   funpletons  as  to 
bet   againft  the  favourite;"  he  raifed  a 
murmur,   highly  flattering    to    Archer, 
amongd   fome  of   the    mod  credulous 
boys ;  whilft   others  loudly  proclaimed 
their  belief  in   Dr.  Middieton's   impar- 
tiality.   Thefe  warmly  congratulated  De 
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Grey.  At  this  Archer  grew  more  and 
more  angry,  and  when  Fifher  was  pro- 
ceeding to  fpeak  nonfenfe/0r  him,pufh- 
ed  forward  into  the  circle  to  De  Grey, 
crying — "  I  will),  Mr.  Fifher,  you 
would  let  me  fight  my  own  battles  !" 

"  And  1  wifh,"  faid  young  Townfend. 
who  was  fonder  of  diverfions  than  of 
premiums,  or  battles,  or  of  any  thing 
elfe — "  /  wifh  that  we  were  not  to  have 
any  battles ;  after  having  worked  like 
horfes,  don't  fet  about  to  fight  like 
dogs.  Come,"  faid  he,  tapping  De 
Grey's  moulder,  "  let  us  fee  your  new 
play-houfe,  do — It's  a  holiday,  and  let 
us  make  the  moil  of  it — let  us  have  the 
School  for  Scandal,  do,  and  I'll  play 
Charles  for  you,  and  you,  De  Grey, 
fhall  be  my  little  Premium. — Come,  do 
open  this  new  play-houfe  of  yours  to- 
night " 

"  Come  then  !"  faid  De  Grey,  and  he 
ran  acrofs  the  play-ground  to  a  wafle 
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building,  at  the  fartheft  end  of  it,  in 
which,  at  the  earneft  requeft  of  the 
whole  community,  and  with  the  permif- 
iion  of  Dr.  Middleton,  he  had  with 
much  pains  and  ingenuity  erected  a 
theatre. 

"  The  new  theatre  is  going  to  be 
opened !  Follow  the  Manager  !  Follow 
the  Manager  !"  echoed  a  multitude  of 
voices. 

"  Follow  the  Manager  /"  echoed 
very  difagreeabiy  in  Archer's  ear  ;  but  as 
he  could  not  be  left  alone,  he  was  alfo 
obliged  to  follow  the  Manager.  The 
moment  that  the  door  was  unlocked,  the 
crowd  rufhed  in ;  the  delight  and  won- 
der exprefTed  at  the  fight  was  great,  and 
the  applaufes  and  thanks  which  were 
beftowed  upon  the  Manager  were  long 
and  loud. 

Archer  at  lead  thought  them  long, 
for  he  was  impatient  till  his  voice  could 
be  heard.  When  at  length  the  excla- 
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mations  had  fpent  thetnfelves,  he  walked 
acrofs  the  ftage  with  a  knowing  air,  and 
looking  round  contemptuoufly — 

"  And  is  this  your  famous  play- 
houfe  ?"  cried  he.  "  I  with  you  had 
any  of  you  feen  the  play-houfe  /  have 
been  ufed  to.-!'*" 

Thefe  words  made  a  great  and  vifible 
change  in  the  feelings  and  opinions  of 
the  public.  "  Who  would  be  a  fervanfc 
of  the  public  ?  or  who  would  toil  for 
popular  applaufe  r"  —  A  few  word's 
fpoken  in  a  ekcifive  tone  by  a  new  voice 
operated  as  a  charm,  and  the  play-houfe 
was  in  an  inftant  metamorphofed  in  the 
eyes  of  the  fpectators.  All  gratitude 
for  the  pad  was  forgotten,  and  the  ex- 
pectation of  fomething  better  juftified 
to  the  capricious  multitude  their  difdain 
of  what  they  had  fo  lately  pronounced 
to  be  excellent. 

Every  one  now  began  to  criticife. 
One  obferved,  "  that  the  green  curtain 
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was  full  of  holes,  and  would  not  draw 
up."  Another  attacked  the  fcenes — 
"  Scenes  !  they  were  not  like  real  fcenes. 
Archer  muft  know  bed,  becaufe  he  was 
ufed  to  thefe  things." — So  every  body 
crowded  to  hear  fomething  of  the  other 
play-houfe.  They  gathered  round 
Archer  to  hear  the  defcription  of  his 
play-houfe,  and  at  every  fentence  infill t- 
ing  comparifons  were  made.  When  he 
had  done,  his  auditors  looked  round — 
fighed — and  wilhed  that  Archer  had 
been  their  Manager.  They  turned  from 
De  Grey,  as  from  a  perfon  who  had 
done  them  an  injury.  Some  of  his 
friends — for  he  had  friends,  who  were 
not  fwayed  by  the  popular  opinion — 
felt  indignation  at  this  ingratitude,  and 
were  going  to  exprefs  their  feelings,  but 
De  Grey  flopped  them,  and  begged  that 
he  might  fpeak  for  himfelf. 

"  Gentlemen,"  laid  he,  coming  for- 
ward, as  fcon  as  he  felt  that  he  had  fuf- 
fkient  command  of  himfelf — 
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"  My  friends,  I  fee  you  are  difcon- 
tented  with  me  and  my  play-houfe.  I 
have  done  my  bed  to  pleafe  you  ;  but 
if  any  body  elfe  can  pleafe  you  better,  I 
mall  be  glad  of  it.  I  did  not  work  fo 
hard  for  the  glory  of  being  your  Mana- 
ger. You  have  my  free  leave  to  tear 
down" — Here  his  voice  faultered,  but 
he  hurried  on — u  You  have  my  free 
leave  to  tear  down  all  my  work  as  fail 
as  you  pleafe. — Archer,  (hake  hands  firft, 
however,  to  fhew  that  there's  no  ma- 
lice in  the  cafe/' 

Archer,  who  was  touched  by  what  his 
rival  faid,  and  flopping  the  hand  of  his 
new  partifan  Fifher,  cried,  "  No,  Fifher! 
no! — no  pulling  down.  We  can  alter 
it.  There  is  a  great  deal  of  ingenuity 
in  it,  confidering." 

In  vain  Archer  would  now  have  re- 
called the  public  to  reafon.  The  time 
for  reafon  was  pail,  enthufiafm  had  ta- 
ken hold  of  their  minds. — "  Down  with 
it! — Down  with  it  I"  "  Archer  for 
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ever!"  cried  Fifher,  and  tore  down  the 
curtain.  The  riot  once  begun,  nothing 
could  flop  the  little  mob,  till  the  whole 
theatre  was  demoliQied.  The  love  of 
power  prevailed  in  the  mind  of  Archer; 
he  was  fecretly  flattered  by  the  zeal  of 
his  parti,,  and  he  miftook  their  love  of 
mifchief  for  attachment  to  himfelf.  'De 
Grey  looked  on  fuperior,  "  I  faid  I 
could  bear  to  fee  all  this,  and  I  can," 
faid  he — "  now  it  is  all  over." — And 
now  it  was  all  over  there  was  filence. 
The  rioters  flood  flill  to  take  breath, 
and  to  look  at  what  they  had  done. 
There  was  a  blank  fpace  before  them. 
In  this  moment  of  illence  there  was 
heard  fomething  like  a  female  voice. — 
"  Hum  !— What  flrange  voice  is  that  ?" 
faid  Archer.  Fifher  caught  fafl  hold  of 
his  arm — Every  body  looked  round  to 
fee  where  the  voice  came  from.  It  was 
dufk — Two  window  (butters  at  the  far- 
theft  end  of  the  building  were  fee-n  to 
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move  flowly  inwards.  De  Grey,  and  in 
the  fame  inftant  Archer,  went  forward, 
and  as  the  fhutters  opened,  there  ap- 
peared through  the  hole  the  dark  face 
and  fhri veiled  hands  of  a  very  old  gipfy. 
She  did  not  fpeak;  but  (lie  looked  firft 
at  one,  and  then  at  another.  At  length 
(he  fixed  her  eyes  upon  De  Grey — 
"  Well,  my  good  woman,  what  do  you 
want  with  me  ?" 

"  Want! — nothing — \vithyou"  faid 
the  old  woman,  "  do  you  want  nothing 
with  me?" 

"  Nothing,'*  faid  De  Grey.  Her 
eye  immediately  turned  upon  Archer — 
"  You  want  fomething  with  me,1'  faid 
•die  with  emphafis — "  I! — What  do  I 
want!"  replied  Archer—"  No,"  faid 
fhe,  changing  her  tone,  "  you  want 
nothing — nothing  will  you  ever  want, 
or  I  am  much  miftaken  in  that  face" 

In  that  watch-chain,  (he  fliould  have 
faid,  for  her  quick  eye  had  efped  Ar- 
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chefs  watch-chain.  He  was  the  only 
perfon  in  company  who  had  a  watch, 
and  (lie  therefore  judged  him  to  be  the 
rich  eft. 

tc  Had  you  ever  your  fortune  told, 
fir,  in  your  lifer" 

"Not  I!"  laid  he, 'looking  at  De 
Grey,  as  if  he  was  afraid  of  his  ridicule, 
if  he  liftened  to  the  gipfy. 

"  Not  you  ! — no ! — for  you  will  make 
your  own  fortune,  and  the  fortune  of  all 
that  belong  to  you!" 

"  There's  good  news  for 'my  friends !" 
cried  Archer — "  And  I'm  one  of  them, 
remember  that,"  cried  Fifner. — "  And 
I" — "  And  I" — joined  a  number  of 
voices. 

"  Good  luck  to  them!"  cried  the 
gipfy,  "  good  luck  to  them  all !" 

Then  as  -  foon  as  they  had  acquired 
fufEcient  confidence  in  her  good-will, 
they  preffed  up  to  the  window— 
"  There/'  cried  Townfen  1,  as  he 
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chanced  to  Humble  over  the  carpenter's 
mitre-box,  which  flood  in  the  way — 
"  There's  a  good  omen  for  me.  I've 
Humbled  on  the  mitre-box;  I  mall  cer- 
tainly be  a  Bifhop." 

Happy  he  who  had  fixpence,  for  he 
bid  fair  to  be  a  Judge  upon  the  Bench. 
And  happier  he  who  had  a  (hilling, 
for  he  was  in  the  high  road  to  be  one 
day  upon  the  woolfack,  Lord  High 
Chancellor  of  England.  No  one  had 
half  a  crown,  or  no  one  would  furely 
have  kept  it  in  his  pocket  upon  fuch 
an  occafion,  for  he  might  have  been 
an  Archbifhop,  a  King,  or  what  he 
pleafed. 

Fifher,  who  like  all  weak  people  was 
^  extremely  credulous,  had  kept  his  pofh 
immoveable  in  the  front  row  all  the 
time,  his  mouth  open,  and  his  flupid 
eyes  fixed  upon  the  gipfy,  in  whom 
he  felt  implicit  faith. 

Thofe,  who  have  lead  confidence  in 
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their  own  powers,  and  who  have  leaft 
expectation  from  the  fuccefs  of  their 
own  exertions,  are  always  moft  difpofed 
to  truft  in  fortune-tellers  and  fortune. 
They  hope  to  win,  when  they  cannot 
earn;  and  as  they  can  never  be  con- 
vinced by  thofe  who  fpeak  fenfe,  it  is 
no  wonder  they  are  always  perfuaded 
by  thofe  who  talk  nonfenfe. 

"  I  have  a  queftion  to  put,"  faid 
Fifher  in  a  folemn  tone. 

"  Put  it  then,"  faid  Archer,  «  what 

hinders  you?" 

<c  But   they  will  hear  me,"  faid  he, 

looking  fufpicioufly  at  De  Grey. 

"  /mall  not  hear  you,"  faid  De  Grey, 
"  I  am  going."  Every  body  elfe  drew 
back,  and  left  him  to  whifper  his  quef- 
tion in  the  gipfy's  ear. 

"  What  is  become  of  my  Livy?" 

"  Your  f.jler  Livy,  do  you  mean?" 
faid  the  gipfy. 

"  No;  my  Lolln  Livy." 

VOL.   VT.  B 
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The  gipfy  paufed  for  further  inform- 
ation—" It  had  a  leaf  torn  out  in  the 
beginning,  and  /  hate  Dr.  Middle- 
ton"— 

"  Written  in  it,"  interrupted  the 
gipfy- 

"  Right— the  very  book!"  cried 
Fifher  with  joy.  "  But  how  could  you 
know  it  was  Dr.  Middleton's  name? 
I  thought  I  had  fcratched  it,  fo  that 
nobody  could  make  it  out." 

"  Nobody  could  make  it  out  but 
me"  replied  the  gipfy.  "  But  never 
think  to  deceive  me,"  faid  fhe,  (baking 
her  head  at  him  in  a  manner  that  made 
him  tremble. 

"  I  don't  deceive  you  indeed.  I  tell 
you  the  whole  truth.  I  loft  it  a  week 
ago." 

"  True." 

"  And  when  (hall  I  find  it  ?" 

"  Meet  me  here  at  this  hour  to-mor- 
row even'mr,  and  I  will  anfwer  you — 
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No  more! — I  muft  be  gone — Not  a 
word  more  to-night." 

She  pulled  the  mutters  towards  her, 
and  left  the  youth  in  darknefs.  All  his 
companions  were  gone.  He  had  been 
fo  deeply  engaged  in  this  conference, 
that  he  had  not  perceived  their  depar- 
ture. He  found  all  the  world  at  fup- 
per,  but  no  entreaties  could  prevail  up- 
on him  to  difclofe  his  fecret.  Town- 
fend  rallied  in  vain.  As  for  Archer,  he 
was  not  difpofed  to  deftroy  by  ridicule 
the  effect,  which  he  faw  that  the  old 
woman's  predictions  in  his  favour  had 
had  upon  the  imagination  of  many  of 
his  little  partifans.  He  had  privately 
flipped  two  (hillings  into  the  gipfy's 
hand  to  fecure  her;  for  he  was  willing 
to  pay  any  price  for  any  means  of  ac- 
quiring power. 

The  watch-chain  had  not  deceived 
the  gipfy,  for  Archer  wras  the  richeft 
psrfon  in  the  community.  His  friends 
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had  imprudently  fupplied  him  with  more 
money,  than  is  ufually  trufted  to  boys  of 
his  age.  Doctor  Middleton  had  refufed 
to  give  him  a  larger  monthly  allowance 
than  the  reft  of  his  companions;  but  he 
brought  to  fchool  with  him  fecretly  the 
fum  of  five  guineas.  This  appeared  to 
his  friends  and  to  himfelf  an  inexhauft- 
ible  treafure. 

Riches  and  talents  would,  he  flatter- 
ed himfelf,  fecure  to  him  that  afcend- 
ancy,  of  which  he  was  fo  ambitious. 
"  Am  I  your  Manager,  or  not?"  was 
now  his  queftion.  "  I  fcorn  to  take 
advantage  of  a  haily  moment,  but  fince 
laft  night  you  have  had  time  to  confider. 
If  you  defire  me  to  be  your  Manager, 
you  (hall  fee  what  a  theatre  1  will  make 
for  you.  In  this  purfc,"  faid  he,  fhew- 
ing  through  the  net-work  a  glimpfe  of 
the  mining  treafure — "  in  this  purfe  is 
Aladdin's  wonderful  lamp — Am  I  your 
Manager? — Put  it  to  the  vote." 
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It  was  put  to  the  vote.  About  ten 
of  the  mod  reafonable  of  the  aflembly 
declared  their  gratitude,  and  high  ap- 
probation of  their  old  friend  De  Grey; 
but  the  numbers  were  in  favour  of  the 
new  friend.  And  as  no  metaphyfical 
diflinctions  relative  to  the  idea  of  a  ma- 
jority had  ever  entered  their  thoughts, 
the  mofl  numerous  party  confidered 
themfelves  as  now  beyond  difpute  in  the 
right.  They  drew  off  on  one  fide  in 
triumph,  and  their  leader,  who  knew 
the  confequence  of  a  name  in  party 
matters,  immediately  diftiriguimed  his 
partifans  by  the  gallant  name-of  Archers, 
fligmatiilng  the  friends  of  De  Grey  by 
the  odious  epithet  of  Greybeards. 

Amongft  the  Archers  was  a  clafs, 
not  very  remarkable  for  their  mental 
qualifications;  but  who,  by  their  bo- 
dily activity,  and  by  the  peculiar  advan- 
tages annexed  to  their  way  of  life,  ren- 
dered themfelves  of  the  higheft  confe- 

»  3 
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quence,  efpecially  to  the  rich  and  enter- 
prifing.  The  judicious  reader  will  ap- 
prehend>  that  I  allude  to  the  perfons 
called  day-fcholars.  Amongft  thefe, 
Fifher  was  diftinguifhed  by  his  know- 
ledge of  all  the  ftreets  and  fhops  in  the 
adjacent  town;  and,  though  a  dull 
fcholar,  he  had  fuch  reputation  as  a 
man  of  bufinefs,  that  whoever  had 
commiflions  to  execute  at  the  confection- 
er's were  fure  to  apply  to  him.  Some 
of  the  youngeft  of  his  employers  had, 
it  is  true,  at  times  complained,  that  he 
made  miilakes  of  halfpence  and  pence 
in  their  accounts;  but  as  thefe  affairs 
could  never  be  brought  to  a  public  trial, 
Fifher's  charader  and  confequence  were 
undiminifhed,  till  the  fatal  day  \vhen 
his  aunt  Barbara  forbad  his  vifits  to  the 
confe-flioner — or  rather,  till  (he  requelt- 
ed  the  confectioner,  who  had  his  pri- 
vate reafons  for  obeying  her,  not  te 
receive  her  nephew's  vifits,  as  he  had 
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made  himfelf  Tick  at  his  houfe,  and 
Mrs.  Barbara's  fears  for  his  health  were 
incefTant. 

Though  his  vifits  to  the  confe&ion- 
er's  were  thus  at  an  end,  there  were? 
many  other  mops  open  to  him;  and, 
with  officious  zeal,  he  offered  his  fer- 
vices  to  the  new  Manager,  to  pur- 
chafe  whatever  might  be  wanting  for 
the  theatre. 

Since  his  father's  death,  Fifaer  had 
become  a  boarder  at  Dr.  Middleton's;- 
but  his  frequent  vifits  to  his  aunt 
Barbara  afforded  him  opportunities  of 
going  into  the  town.  The  carpenter, 
De  Grey's  friend,  was  difcarded  by 
Archer,  for  having  faid  "  lack-a-dai- 
////"  when  he  faw  that  the  old  theatre 
was  pulled  down.  A  new  carpenter 
and  paper-hanger,  recommended  by 
Fifher,  were  appointed  to  attend,  with 
their  tools,  for  orders  at  two  o'clock. 
Archer,  impatient  to  fhew  his  ingenuity 
B  4 
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and  his  generofity,  gave  his  plan  and 
his  orders  in  a  few  minutes,  in  a  mod 
decided  manner. — "  Thefe  things,"  he 
obferved,  "  fhould  be  done  with  fome 
fpirit." 

To  which  the  carpenter  readily  affent- 
ed,  and  added,  that  "  Gentlemen  of 
fpirit  never  looked  to  the  expenfe,  but 
always  to  the  effect"  Upon  this  prin- 
ciple Mr.  Chip  fet  to  work  with  all 
poffible  alacrity.  In  a  few  hours  time 
he  promifed  to  produce  a  grand  effect. 
High  expectations  were  formed — no- 
thing was  talked  of  but  the  new  play- 
houfe;  and  fo  intent  upon  it  was  every 
head,  that  no  leflbns  could  be  got. 
Archer  was  obliged,  in  the  midft  of  his 
various  occupations,  to  perform  the  part 
of  grammar  and  dictionary  for  twenty 
different  people. 

"  Oh,  ye  Athenians!"  he  exclaimed, 
"  how  hard  do  I  work  to  obtain  your 
praife!" 
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Impatient  to  return  to  the  theatre, 
the  moment  the  hours  deflined  for  in- 
ftrudtion,  or,  as  they  are  termed  by 
fchool-boys,  ichool-hours,  were  over, 
each  prifoner  darted  up  with  a  fliout  of 

joy- 

"  Stop  one  moment,  gentlemen,  if 
you  pleafe,"  faid  Dr.  Middleton,  in  an 
awful  voice.  u  Mr.  Archer,  return 
to  your  place — Are  you  all  here?" — 
The  names  of  all  the  boys  were  called 
over,  and  when  each  had  anfwered  to 
his  name,  Dr.  Middleton  faid, 

"  Gentlemen,  I  am  forry  to  inter- 
rupt your  amufementsj  but,  till  you 
have  contrary  orders  from  me,  no  one, 
on  pain  of  my  ferious  difpleafure,  mufh 
go  into  that  building,"(pointing  to  the 
place  where  the  theatre  was  creeling) — 
"  Mr.  Archer,  your  carpenter  is  at  the 
door,  you  will  be  fo  good  as  to  difmiis 
him — I  do  not  think  proper  to  give  jny 
reafons  for  thefe  orders j  but  you  who 
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knozv  me,"  faid  the  do&or,  and  his  eye 
turned  towards  De  Grey,  "  will  not 
fufped  me  of  caprice — I  depend^  gen- 
tlemen, upon  your  obedience." 

To  the  dead  filence,  with  which  thefe 
orders  were  received,  fucceeded  in  a  few 
minutes  an  univerfal  groan — "  So!" 
faid  Townfend,  "  all  our  diverfion  h 
over." — «  So,"  whifpcred  Fifher  in  the 
Manager's  ear,  "  this  is  fome  trick 
of  the  Greybeards,  did  you  not  obferve 
how  he  looked  at  De  Grey?" — Fired 
by  this  idea,  which  had  never  entered 
his  mind  before,  Archer  flarted  from 
his  reverie,  and  finking  his  hand  upon 
the  table,  f\vore,  that  he  would  not  be 
outwitted  by  any  Greybeard  in  Europe. 
— No,  nor  by  all  of  them  put  together. 
The  Archers  were  furely  a  match  for 
them — he  would  {land  by  them,  if  they 
would  fland  by  him,"  he  declared  with 
a  loud  voice,  "  againft  the  whole  world, 
and  Dr.  Middleton  himfelf,  with  little 
Premium  at  his  right  hand." 
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Every  body  admired  Archer's  fpirit, 
but  were  a  little  appalled  at  the  found 
of  ftanding  againft  Dr.  Middleton. 

"  Why  not?"  refumed  the  indignant 
Manager,  "  Neither  Dr.  Middleton,  nor 
any  do^or  upon  earth,  fhall  treat  me 
with  injuftice.  This,  you  fee,  is  a  flroke 
at  me  and  my  party,  and  I  won't  bear 


it." 


"  O,  you  are  miftaken!"  faid  De 
Grey,  who  was  the  only  one,  who  dared 
to  oppofe  reafon  to  the  angry  orator — 
"  It  cannot  be  a  flroke  aimed  at  you 
and  your  party,  for  he  does  not  know 
that  you  have  a  party/' 

"  I'll  make  him  know  it,  and  I'll 
make  you  know  it  too,"  faid  Archer; 
"  before  I  came  here,  you  reigned  alone, 
now  your  reign  is  over,  Mr.  De  Grey. 
Remember  my  majority  this  morning, 
and  your  theatre  lafl  night." 

"  He  has  remembered  it,"  faid  Fiftier; 
"  you  fee,  the  moment  he  was  not  to 
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be  our  Manager,  we  were  to  have  no 
theatre — no  play-houfe — no  plays.  We 
mud  all  fit  down  with  our  hands  be- 
fore us — all  for  '  good  reafons*  of  Dr. 
Middleton's,  which  he  does  not  vouch- 
fafe  to  tell  us." 

"  I  won't  be  governed  by  any  man's 
reafons,  that  he  won't  tell  me,"  cried 
Archer;  "  he  cannot  nave  good  reafons, 
or  why  not  tell  them." 

"  Nonfenfe!  we  Jkall  not  fufpcct  him 
of  caprice  /" 

"  Why  not?" 

"  Becaule  we,  who  know  him,"  faid 
De  Grey,  "  have  never  known  him 
capricious." 

"  Perhaps  not,  /know  nothing  about 
him,"  faid  Archer. 

"  No,"  faid  De  Grey;  "  for  that 
very  reafon  /  (peak,  who  do  know  him. 
• — Don't  be  in  a  paffion,  Archer." 

"  I  will  be  in  a  pafiion — I  won't  fub- 
mit  to  tyranny — I  won't  be  made  a 


.       BARRING    OUT.  2£ 

fool  of  by  a  few  foft  words. — You  don't 
know  me,  De  Grey — I'll  go  through 
with  what  I've  begun — -I  am  Manager, 
and  I  will  be  Manager,  and  you  mall 
fee  my  theatre  finiilied  in  fpite  of  you, 
and  mi]  party  triumphant." 

"  Party,"  repeated  De  Grey — "  I 
cannot  imagine  what  is  in  the  word 
*  party,'  that  feems  to  drive  you  mad. 
We  never  heard  of  parties  till  you  came 
amongft  us." 

"  No;  before  I  came,  I  fay,  nobody 
dared  oppofe  you,  but  /  dare;  and  I 
tell  you  to  your  face — take  care  of  me 
• — a  warm  friend  and  a  bitter  enemy,  is 
my  motto." 

"  I  am  not  your  enemy  I — I  believe 
you  are  out  of  your  fenfes,  Archer!" 
faid  he  laughing. 

"  Out  of  my  fenfes ! — No — you  are 
my  enemy! — Are  not  you  my  rival? — 
Did  not  you  win  the  premium? — Did 
not  you  want  to  be  Manager? — Aniwer 
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me,  are  not  you,  in  one  word,  a  Grey- 
beard?" 

"  You  called  me  a  Greybeard,  but 
my  name  is  De  Grey,"  faid  he,  flill 
laughing. 

"  Laugh  on!"  cried  the  other  fu- 
rioufly.  "  Come,  Archer 's,  follow  me ! 
— we  (hall  laugh  by  and  by,  I  promife 
you." 

At  the  door  Archer  was  flopped  by 
Mr.  Chip—"  O,  Mr.  Chip,  I  am  or- 
dered to  difcharge  you." 

"Yes,  fir;  and  here  is  a  little  bill—" 

"  .Bill,  Mr.  Chip! — why,  you  have 
inot  been  at  work  for  two  hours!" 

"  Not  much  over,  fir;  but  if  you'll 
pleafe  to  look  into  it,  you'll  fee  it's 
for  a  few  things  you  ordered.  The 
fluff  is  all  laid  out  and  delivered.  The 
paper,  and  the  feftoon-bordering  for 
the  drawing-room  fcene  is  cut  out, 
and  left  yonder,  within." 

"  Ycnder,  within! — I  wi(h  you  had 
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not  been  in  fuch  a  confounded  hurry 
— iix-and- twenty  (hillings!"  cried  he, 
"  but  I  can't  flay  to  talk  about  it 
now.— I'll  tell  you,  Mr.  Chip,"  faid 
Archer,  lowering  his  voice,  "  what  you 
mud  do  for  me,  my  good  fellow. " — 
Then  drawing  Mr.  Chip  afide,  he  beg- 
ged him  to  pull  down  fome  of  the 
wood-work  which  had  been  put  up, 
and  to  cut  it  into  a  certain  number 
of  wooden  bars,  of  which  he  gave  him 
the  dimenfions,  with  orders  to  place 
them  all,  when  ready,  under  a  hay- 
ftack,  which  he  pointed  out.  Mr. 
Chip  fcrupled  and  hefitated,  and  be- 
gan to  talk  of"  the  doctor."  Archer 
immediately  began  to  talk  of  the  bill, 
and  throwing  down  a  guinea  and  a 
half,  the  confcientious  carpenter  pocket- 
ed the  money  direclly,  and  made  his. 
bow. 

"  Well,    Matter    Arclier,"  faid   he, 
"  there^s   no  refilling   you   nothing. — 
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You  have  fuch  a  way  of  talking  one 
out  of  it — you  manage  me  jufi  like  a 
child." 

"  Aye,  aye!"  faid  Archer,  knowing 
that  he  had  been  cheated,  and  yet  proud 
of  managing  a  carpenter — "  Aye,  aye, 
I  know  the  way  to  manage  every  body 
— let  the  things  be  ready  in  an  hour's 
time — and  hark'e!  leave  your  tools  by 
miflake  behind  you,  and  a  thoufand  of 
twenty-penny  nails — Afk  no  queftions, 
and  keep  your  own  counfel,  like  a  wife 
man — off  with  you,  and  take  care  of 
<  the  doctor:' 

"  Archers!  Archers! — To  the  Arch- 
er's tree  follow  your  leader,"  cried  he, 
founding  his  well  known  whiflle  as  a 
iignal. — His  followers  gathered  round 
him,  and  he,  raiting  himfelf  upon  the 
mount  at  the  foot  of  the  tree,  counted 
his  numbers,  and  then,  in  a  voice  lower 
than  ufual,  addreffed  them  thus: 
"  My  friends,  is  there  a  Grjy beard 
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amongftus?  If  there  is,  let  him  walk 
off  now — he  has  my  free  leave." 

No  one  flirred — "  Then  we  are  all 
Archers,  and  we  will  (land  by  one 
another — -join  hands,  my  friends." 

They  all  joined  hands. 

"  Promife  me  not  to  betray  me,  and  I 
\vill  go  on — I  afk  no  fecurity  but  your 
honour." 

They  all  gave  their  honour  to  be  fe- 
cret  and  faithful,  as  he  called  it,  and 
he  went  on — 

"  Did  you  ever  hear  of  fuch  a  thing 
as  a  Barring  outy  my  friends?" 

They  had  heard  of  fuch  a  thing;  but 
they  had  only  heard  of  it. 

Archer  gave  the  hiftory  of  a  Barring- 
out,  in  which  he  had  been  concerned 
at  his  fchool;  in  which  the  boys  ftood 
out  two  days  again  ft  the  mafter,  and 
gained  their  point  at  laft,  which  was 
a  week's  more  holidays  at  Eafter. 

"  But    if    we  mould  not  fucceed," 

VOL.  vi.  c 
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faid  they,  "  Dr.  Middleton  is  fo  ileady, 
he  never  goes  back  from  what  he  has 
faid." 

"  Did  you  ever  try  to  puQi  him  back  ? 
— Let  us  be  fleady,  and  he'll  tremble — 
tyrants  always  tremble  when " 

<c  O!"  interrupted  a  number  of 
voices,  "  but  he  is  not  a.  tyrant,  is 
he?'' 

"  All  fchool- mailers  are  tyrants,  are 
not  they?"  replied  Archer,  "  and  is 
not  he  a  fchool- mailer?" 

To  this  logic  there  was  no  anfwer; 
but,  ilill  reludant,  they  afked  u  What 
they  mould  get  by  a  Barring  out  ?" 

«  Get! — Every  thing! — What  we 
want! — which  is  every  thing  to  lads  of 
fpirit — vi&ory  and  liberty! — Bar  him 
out,  till  he  repeals  his  tyrannical  law — 
till  he  lets  us  into  our  own  theatre  again, 
or  till  he  tells  us  his  *  good  reafons* 
againft  it." 

**  But  perhaps  he  has  reafons  for  not 
telling  us." 
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tc  Impoflible!"  cried  Archer, "  that's 
the  way  we  are  always  to  be  governed 
by  a  man  in  a  wig,  who  fays  he  has 
good  reafons,  and  can't  tell  them — Are 
you  fools? — Go — go  back  to  De  Grey 
— I  fee  you  are  all  Greybeards — Go-—" 
who  goes  fir  ft?" 

Nobody  would  go  firft^ 

"  I  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  ye, 
if  ye  are  refolved  to  be  flaves!" 

"  We  won't  be  flaves!"  they  all  ex- 
claimed at  once. 

"  Then,"  faid  Archer,  «  ftand"  out 
in  the  right  and  be  free." 

"  The  right"— It  would  have  taken 
up  too  much  time  to  examine  what 
"  the  right"  was.  Archer  was  always 
fure,  that  "  the  right"  was  what  his 
party  chofe  to  do — that  is,  what  he 
chofe  to  do  himfelf;  and  fuch  is  the  in- 
fluence of  numbers  upon  each  other  in 
conquering  the  feelings  of  Chame,  and 
in  confufmg  the  powers  of  Teafoning, 
c  2 
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that  in  a  few  minutes  u  the  right"  was 
forgotten,  'and  each  (aid  to  himfelf, 

"  To  be  fare,  Archer  is  a  very  clever 
boy,  an'd  he  Can't  be  miftaken;" — or, 
w  To  be  fure  Townfend  thinks  fo,  and 
he  would  not  do  'any  thing  to  get  us  in- 
to a  fcrape :" — or,  "  To  be  fure  every 
body  will  agrfee  to  this  but  myfelf,  ahd 
1  can't  ftasid  out  ak>i*e,  to  be  pointed 
at  as  a  Greybeard  and  a  flave.  Every 
tody  thinks  it  is  right,  and  -every  body 
fcan't  be  wrong." 

By  feme  of  thefe  arguments,  which 
faffed  rapidly  through  the  mind,  with- 
tfut  hts  being  conftroois  of  them,  each 
b'o'y  decided,  and  deceived  himfelf — 
what  none  would  have  done  alarre,  none 
fcrupkd  to  do  as  :a  party. 

It  was  determined  then,  tha/t  t3iepe 
fb'ou-M  be  ;a  Barring  out.  The  arrange- 
fnent  -of  the  afFarr  was  left  to  t'heir  new 
Manager,  to  whom  they  all  pledged  im- 
plicit obedience. 
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Obedience,  it  feems,  is  needkrv, 
even  from  rebels  to  their  ririgj$acter$ 

— not  reafonable,  but  implicit  obedi- 
ence. 

Scarcely  had  the  aiTembly  adjourned 
to  the  Ball-alley,  when  Fifher,  with  au 
important  length  of  face,  came  up  to 
the  Manager,  and  defired  to  fpeak  one 
word  to  him— 

"  My  advice  to  you,  Archer,  is,  to 
do  nothing  in  this  till  we  have  confult- 
ed  you  know  mho  about  whether  it's 
right  or  wrong/' 

"  You  know  who! — Who  do  you 
mean? — Make  haite,  and  don't  make 
fo  many  faces,  for  I'm  in  a  hurry — Who 
is  '  You  know  n-ho?" 

"  The  old  woman/5  faid  Fiflier, 
gravely;  "  the  gipiy." 

"  You  may  confult  the  old  woman," 
faid  Archer,  burfting  out  a  laugh  lag, 
"  about  what's  right  and  wrong,  if  you 
c  i 
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pleafe;  but  no  old  woman  fhall  decide 
for  me." 

"  No;  but  you  don't  take  me"  faid 
Fiflier,  "  You  don't  take  me.  By 
right  and  wrong,  I  mean  lucky  and  un- 
lucky.0 

"  Whatever  /  do  will  be  lucky," 
replied  Archer.  "  My  gipfy  told  you 
that  already." 

"  I  know,  I  know,"  faid  Fifher, 
"  and  what  (he  faid  about  your  friends 
being  lucky — that  went  a  great  way 
with  many,"  added  he,  with  a  fagacious 
nod  of  his  head,  "  I  can  tell  you  that 
— more  than  you  think — Do  you  know," 
faid  he,  laying  hold  of  Archer's  button, 
e*  I'm  in  the  fecret.  There  are  nine  of 
U3  have  crooked  our  little  fingers  upon 
it,  not  to  flir  a  flep  till  we  get  her  ad- 
vice; and  fhe  has  appointed  me  to  meet 
her  about  particular  bufmefs  of  my  own 
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at  eight.  So  I'm  to  confult  her,  and  to 
bring  her  anfwer." 

Archer  knew  too  well  how  to  govern 
fools,  to  attempt  to  reafon  with  them; 
and,  inftead  of  laughing  any  longer  at 
Fifher's  ridiculous  fuperftition,  he  was 
determined  to  take  advantage  of  it. 
He  affected  to  be  perfuaded  of  the  wif- 
dom  of  the  meafure — looked  at  his 
watch,  urged  him  to  be  exact  to  a  moment, 
conjured  him  to  remember  exactly  the 
words  of  the  oracle,  and,  above  all 
things,  to  demand  the  lucky  hoiir 
and  minute  when  the  Barring  out 
fhould  begin. 

With  thefe  in  ft  ructions,  Archer  put 
his  watch  into  the  folemn  dupe's  hand, 
and  left  him  to  -count  the  feconds,  till 
the  moment  of  his  appointment,  whilft 
he  ran  off  him  (elf  to  prepare  the  oracle. 
At  a  little  gate,  which  looked  into  a 
lane,  through  which  he  gueffed  that 
the  gipfy  mufl  pafs,  he  ftationed 
c  4 
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himfeif,  faw  her,  gave  her  half  a  crown 
and  her  inftructions,  made  his  efcape, 
and  got  back  unfufpeded  to  Fifher, 
whom  he  found  in  the  attitude  in 
which  he  had  left  -him,  watching  the 
motion  of  the  minute-hand. 

Proud  of  his  fecret  commiffion,  Fifher 
ilouched  his  hat,  he  knew  not  why, 
over  his  face,  and  proceeded  towards 
the  appointed  fpot.  To  keep,  as  he 
had  been  charged  to  do  by  Archer, 
within  the  letter  of  the  law,  he  flood 
behind  the  forbidden  building,  and 
waited  fome  minutes.  Through  a  gap 
in  the  hedge  the  old  woman  at  length 
made  her  appearance,  muffled  up,  and 
looking  cautioufly  about  her. 

"  There's  nobody  near  us!"  faid 
Fiiher,  and  he  began  to  be  a  little 
afraid — "  What  anfwer,"  faid  he,  re- 
collecting himfeif,  "  about  my  Livy?" 

"  Loft!— Loft!— Loft!"  faid  the 
gipfy,  lifting  up  her  hands,  "  never 
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never,  never  to  be  found! — But  no 
matter  for  that  now — that  is  not  your 
errand  to-night — no  tricks  with  me 
— fpeak  to  me  of  what  is  next  your 
heart." 

Fifher,  aftonifhed,  put  his  hand  upon 
his  heart,  told  her  all  that  fhe  knew 
before,  and  received  the  anfwers,  which 
Archer  had  dictated—"  That  the  Ar- 
chers fhould  be  lucky  as  long  as  they 
fluck  to  their  Manager  and  to  one 
another;  that  the  Barring  out  mould 
end  in  woe,  if  not  begun  precifely  as 
the  clock  mould  flrike  nine  on  Wed- 
nefday  night;  but  if  begun  in  that  lucky 
moment,  and  all  obedient  to  their 
lucky  leader,  all  Ihould  end  well." 

A  thought,  a  provident  thought,  now 
{truck  Fi(her;  for  even  he  had  fome 
fore  fight,  where  his  favourite  pafTion 
was  concerned — "  Pray,  in  our  Barring 
out,  (hall  we  be  ftarvedr" 

"   No,"    faid    the    gipfy,    "  not   if 


42  BARRING    OUT. 

if  you  truft  to  me  for  food,  and  if  you 
give  me  money  enough — filver  won't  do 
for  fo  many,  gold  is  what  muft  crofs  my 
hand." 

"  I  have  no  gold,"  faid  Fifher,  "  and 
I  don't  know  what  you  mean  by  fo 
many, — I'm  only  talking  of  number  one, 
you  know — I  muft  take  care  of  that 
firft." 

So,  as  Fifher  thought,  that  it  was 
poffible,  that  Archer,  clever  as  he  was, 
might  be  difappointed  in  his  fupplies, 
he  determined  to  take  fecret  meafures 
for  himfelf.  His  aunt  Barbara's  inter- 
diction had  fhut  him  out  of  the  confec- 
tioner's (hop,  but  he  flattered  himfelf 
that  he  could  out-wit  his  aunt;  he 
therefore  begged  the  gipfy  to  procure 
him  twelve  buns  by  Thurfday  morn- 
ing, and  bring  them  fecretly  to  one 
of  the  windows  of  the  fchool-room. 

As  Fifher  did  not  produce  any   mo- 
ney when  he  made  this  propofal,  it  was 
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at  firft  abfolutely  rejected;  but  a  bribe 
at  length  conquered  all  difficulties;  and 
the  bribe   which  Fifher  found  himfelt 
obliged  to  give — for  he  had   no  pocket 
money   left   of  his   own,  he    being   as 
much  reftricted  in  that  article  as  Archer 
was  indulged — the  bribe  that  he  found 
himfelf  obliged    to   give,  to  quiet   the 
Gipfy,  was  half  a  crown,  which  Archer 
had  entrufled  to  him  to  buy  candles  for 
the    theatre. — "  O,"     thought   he    to 
himfelf,  "  Archer's    fo    carelefs   about 
money,  he  will   never  think  of  aiking 
me  for  the  half  crown  again;  and  now 
he'll  want  no  candles  for  the  theatre — 
or  at  any  rate  it  will  be  fome  time  firft, 
and  may  be  aunt  Barbara  may  be  got 
to  give  me  that  much  at  Chriftmas — 
then,   if  the  worft  comes  to  the  word, 
I  can  pay  Archer. — My  mouth  waters 
for   the    buns,    and   have  'em   I    mud 
now." 

So,  for  the   hope  of  twelve  buns,  he 
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facrificed  the  money,  which  had  been 
entruftedto  him. — Themeaneft  motives, 
in  mean  minds,  often  prompt  to  the 
commiffion  of  thofe  great  faults,  to 
which,  one  mould  think,  nothing  but 
fome  violent  paffion  could  have  tempt- 
ed. 

The  ambaflador  having  thus,  in  his 
opinion,  concluded  his  own  and  the 
public  bufinefs,  returned  well  fatisfied 
with  the  refult,  after  receiving  the 
Gipfy's  reiterated  promife,  to  tap  three 
times  at  the  window  on  Thurfday  morn- 
ing, 

The  day  appointed  for  the  Barring- 
out  at  length  arrived,  and  Archer,  af- 
fembling  the  confederates,  informed 
them,  that  all  was  prepared  for  carrying 
their  defign  into  execution;  that  he  now 
depended  for  fuccefs  upon  their  punctu- 
ality and  courage.  He  had,  within  the 
laft  two  hours,  got  all  the  bars  ready  to 
fallen  the  doors  and  window  mutters  of 
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the  fchool-room;  he  had,  with  the  affif- 
tance  of  two  of  the  day  fcholars,  who 
were  of  the  party,  fent  into  the  town 
for  provifion,  at  his  own  expence, 
which  would  make  a  handfome  fupper 
for  that  night;  he  had  alfo  negotiated 
with  fome  coufins  of  his,  who  lived  in 
the  town,  for  a  conftant  fupply  in  fu- 
ture. 

"  Blefs  me,"  exclaimed  Archer,  fud- 
denly  (lopping  in  this  narration  of  his  fer- 
vices,  '*  there's  one  thing,  after  all, 
I've  forgot,  we  mail  be  undone  without 
it — Fifher,  pray  did  you  ever  buy  the 
candles  for  the  play-houfer" 

"  No,  to  be  fure,"  replied  Fimer, 
extremely  frightened,  **  you  know  you 
don't  want  candles  for  the  play-houfe 
now." 

"  Not  for  the  play-houfe,  but  for 
the  Barring-out— we  (hall  be  in  the 
dark,  man — you  mult  run  this  minute, 


run." 
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"  For  candles  ?"  faid  Fi (her  con fu fed, 
"  how  many? — what  fort?" 

"  Stupidity!"  exclaimed  Archer, 
"  you  are  a  pretty  fellow  at  a  dead  lift ! 
— Lend  me  a  pencil  and  a  bit  of  paper, 
do;  I'll  write  down  what  I  want  myfelf? 
— Well,  what  are  you  fumbling  for?" 

"  For  money!"  faid  Fi  (her  colouring. 

"  Money,  man!"  Didn't  I  give  you 
half  a  crown  the  other  day?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  Fifher,  flammering; 
"  but  I  wasn't  fare,  that  that  might  be 
enough." 

"  Enough!  yes,  to  be  fure  it  will 
—  I  don't  know  what  you  are  at." 

"  Nothing,  nothing,"  faid  Fiflier, 
"  here,  write  upon  this  then,"  put  • 
ting  a  piece  of  paper  into  Archer's 
hand,  upon  which  Archer  wrote  his 
orders. — "  Away,  away!"  cried  he. 

And  away  went  Fifher. — He  return- 
ed; but  not  until  a  confiderable  time 
afterwards. 
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They  were  at  (upper  when  he  return- 
ed.— "  Fifher  always  comes  in  at  fup- 
per-time,"  obferved  one  of  the  Grey- 
beards, carelefsly. 

"  Well,  and  would  you  have  him 
come  in  after  fupper-time,"  faid  Town- 
fend,  who  always  fupplied  his  party  with 
ready  wit. 

"  I've  got  the  candles,"  whifpered 
Fifher,  as  he  palled  by  Archer  to  his 
place. — 

"  And  the  tinder-box?"  faid  Archer. 

"  Yes;  I  got  back  from  my  aunt 
Barbara  under  pretence,  that  I  muil 
iludy  for  repetition-day  an  hour  later  to- 
night— So  I  got  leave.— Was  not  that 
clever?" 

A  dunce  always  thinks  it  clever  to 
cheat  even  b\  fober  lies. 

How  Mr.  Fifher  procured  the  can- 
dles and  the  tinder-box  without  money, 
and  without  credit,  for  he  had  no  cre- 
dit, we  (hall  difcover  in  future. 
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Archer  and  his  aflbciates  had  agreed 
to  flay  the  lad  in  the  fchool-room,  and 
as  foon   as   the   Greybeards  were  gone 
out  to  bed,  he,  as  the  fignal,  was  to  (hut 
and  lock  one  door,  Tovvnfend  the  other; 
a  third  confpirator  was  to  flrike  a  light, 
in  cafe  they  fhould  not  be  able  to  fecure 
a  candle;  a  fourth   was  to  take  charge 
of  the  candle  as   foon  as  lighted;  and 
all  the  reft   were   to   run   to  their  bars, 
which  were  fecreted   in   the  room;  then 
to  fix  them  to  the  common   faftening 
bars  of  the  window,  in   the   manner  in 
which  they  had  been  previoufly  inftrucl- 
cd   by  the   Manager.     Thus  each  had 
his  part  affigned,  and  each  was  warned, 
that  the  fuccefs  of  the  whole  depended 
upon  their  order  and  punctuality. 

Order  and  punctuality  it  appears  are 
necefTary  even  in  a  Barring-out,  and 
even  rebellion  mud  have  its  laws. 

The  long  expedted  moment  at  length 
arrived.     De  Grey  and  his  friends,  un- 
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ronfcious  of  what  was  going  forward, 
walked  out  of  the  fchool-room  as  ufual 
at  bed  time.  The  clock  began  to  ftrike 
nine.  There  was  one  Greybeard  left  in 
the  room,  who  was  packing  up  fome  of 
his  books,  which  had  been  left  about 
by  accident.  It  is  impoflible  to  de- 
fcribe  the  impatience  with  which  he  was 
watched,  efpecially  by  Fimer,  and  the 
nine  who  depended  upon  the  Gipty 
oracle. 

When  he  had  got  all  his  books  to- 
gether under  his  arm,  he  let  one  of 
them  fall;  and  whilft  he  Hooped  to  pick 
it  up  Archer  gave  the  fignaL  The 
doors  were  (hut,  locked,  and  double- 
locked  In  an  inftant.  A  light  was  (truck, 
and  each  ran  to  his  poll.  The  bars 
were  all  in  the  fame  moment  put  up  to 
the  windows,  and  Archer,  when  he  had 
tried  them  all,  and  feen  that  they  were 
fecure,  gave  a  loud  "  Huzza!"— in 
which  he  vras  joined  by  all  the  party 
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mofl  manfully — by  all  but  the  poor 
Greybeard,  who,  the  picture  of  aftoniflh- 
ment,  flood  flock  frill  in  the  midfl  of 
them  with  his  books  under  his  arm;  at 
which  fpeclacle  Townfend,  who  enjoy- 
ed the/r0/2*c  of  the  fray  more  than  any 
thing  elfe,  burfl  into  an  immoderate 
fit  of  laughter. — 

"  So,  my  little  Greybeard,"  faid  he, 
holding  a  candle  full  in  his  eyes, 
<c  what  think  you  of  all  this? — How 
came  you  amongfl  the  wicked  ones?" 

"  I  don't  know  indeed,"  faid  the 
little  boy  very  gravely,  "  you  fhut  me 
up  .amongfl  you: — won't  you  let  me 
out?'1 

"  Let  you  out!  No,  no,  my  little 
Greybeard,"  faid  Archer,  catching  hold 
of  him,  and  dragging  him  to  the  win- 
dow bars — "  Look  ye  here — Touch 
thefe — Put  your  hand  to  them — pull, 
pufli,  kick — Putalittje  fpirit  into  it, 
man — Kick  like  an  Archer,  if  ye  can — 
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iaway  with  ye.  It's  a  pity  that  the  King 
of  the  Greybeards  is  not  here  to  admire 
me — I  (hould  like  to  (hew  him  our  for- 
tifications. But  come  my  merry-men 
all,  now  to  the  feaft.  Out  with  the 
table  into  the  middle  of  the  room- — 
Good  cheer,  my  jolly  Archers! — I'm 
your  Manager?" 

Townfend,  delighted  with  the  buftle, 
rubbed  his  hands,  and  capered  about 
the  room,  whilft  the  preparations  for 
the  feaft  were  hurried  forward. 

"  Four  candles! — Four  candles  on 
the  table.  Let's  have  things  in  ftyle 
when  we  are  about  it  Mr.  Manager," 
cried  Townfend.  "  Places! — Places! 
There's  nothing  like  a  fair  fcramble,  my 
boys — Let  every  one  take  care  of  him- 
felf— Halloo!  Greybeard,  I've  knocked 
Greybeard  down  here  in  the  fcuffle— 
Get  up  again,  my  lad,  and  fee  a  little 
of  life." 

D    2 
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"  No,  no,"  cried  Fifher,  "  he  (han't 
flip  with  us." 

"  No,  no,"  cried  the  Manager,  "  he 
(han't  live  with  us;  a  Greybeard  is  not 
fit  company  for  Archers." 

"  No,  no,"  cried  Townfend,  u  evil 
communication  corrupts  good  man- 
ners." 

So  with  one  unanimous  hifs,  they 
feunted  the  poor  little  gentle  boy  into  a 
corner;  and  having  pent  him  up  with 
benches,  Fimer  opened  his  books  for 
him,  which  he  thought  the  greatefl 
mortification,  and  fet  up  a  candle  be- 
tide him — "  There,  now  he  looks  like 
a  Greybeard  as  he  is!"  cried  they. 

"  Tell  me  what's  the  Latin  for  cold 
roaft  beef:"  faid  Fiflier,  exulting,  and 
they  returned  to  their  feaft. 

Long  and  loud  they  revelled.  They 
had  a  few  bottles  of  cyder.  "  Give 
me  the  corkfcrew,  the  cyder  (han't  be 
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kept  till  it's  four,"  cried  Townfend,  in 
aqfwer  to  the  Manager,  who,  when  he 
beheld  the  provifion  vanifhing  with 
furprifmg  rapidity,  began  to  fear  for  the 
morrow. 

"  Hang  to-morrow!"  cried  Town- 
fend,  "  let  Greybeards  think  of  to- 
morrow; Mr.  Manager,  here's  your 
good  health." 

The  Archers  all  flood  up  as  their  cups 
were  filled  to  drink,  the  health  of  their 
chief  with  an  univerfal  cheer. 

But  at  the  moment  that  the  cups 
were  at  their  lips,  and  as  Archer  bowed 
to  thank  the  company,  a  fudden  fhower 
from  above  aftonifhed  the  whole  aflem- 
bly.  They  looked  up  and  beheld  the 
role  of  a  watering  engine,  the  long 
neck  of  which  appeared  through  a  trap- 
door in  the  ceiling. 

«  Your  good  health,  Mr.  Manager!'* 
laid  a  voice,  which  was,  knpwn  to  be  the 
gardener's,  and  in  the  roidft  of  their 
»  3 
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furprife  and  difmay  the  candies  were 
fuddenly  extinguiihed — the  trap  door 
(hut  down,  and  they  were  kit  in  utter 
darknefs. 

"  The  Devil !"  faid  Archer-— 

"  Don't  fvvear,  Mr.  Manager/'  faid 
the  fame  voice  from  the  ceiling,  "  I 
hear  every  word  you  fay." 

"  Mercy  upon  us!"  exclaimed  Fifli- 
er.  "  The  clock,"  added  he,  whifper- 
ing,  "  muft  have  been  wrong,  for  it 
had  not  done  (hiking  when  we  began. 
— Only  you  remember,  Archer;  it  had 
juft  done  before  you  had  done  locking 
your  door." 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  blockhead!" 
laid  Archer. — "  Well,  boys!  were  ye 
never  in  the  dark  before?  You  are 
not  afraid  of  a  fhower  of  rain,  I  hope — 
Is  any  body  drowned?" 

"  No,"  faid  they  with  a  faint  laugh, 
"  but  what  fhall  we  do  here  in  the  dark 
all  night  long,  and  all  day  to-morrow? 
— we  can't  unbar  the  mutters." 
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"  It's  a  wonder  nobody  ever  thought 
of  that  trap  door,"  faid  Townfend. 

The  trap-door  had  indeed  efcaped 
the  Manager's  obfervation,  as  the  houfe 
was  new  to  him,  and,  the  ceiling  being 
newly  white-warned,  the  opening  was 
fcarcely  perceptible.  Vexed  to  be  out- 
generalled,  and  flill  more  vexed  to  have 
it  remarked,  Archer  poured  forth  a  vol- 
ley of  incoherent  exclamations,  and  re- 
proaches againfl  thofe,  who  were  thus 
fo  foon  difcouraged  by  a  trifle;  and 
groping  for  the  tinder-box,  he  afked  if 
any  thing  could  be  eafier  than  to  ftrike 
a  light  again. 

The  light  appeared.  But  at  the  mo- 
ment that  it  made  the  tinder-box  vifible, 
another  fhower  from  above  aimed,  and 
aimed  exactly  at  the  tinder-box,  drench- 
ed it  with  water,  and  rendered  it  totally 
unfit  for  further  fervice. 

Archer  in  a  fury  darned  it  to  the 
ground.  And  how  for  the  firft,  time 

;  ;    •' *  ;.-- 
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he  felt  what  it  was,  to  be  the  unfucceff- 
ful  head  of  a  party.  He  heard  in  his 
turn  the  murmurs  of  the  difcontented, 
changeable  populace  j  and  recollecting 
all  his  bars,  and  bolts,  and  ingenious 
contrivances,  he  was  more  provoked  at 
their  blaming  him  for  this  one  only 
overfight,  than  he  was  grieved  at  the 
difafter  itfelf. 

"  O,  my  hair  is  all  wet!"  cried  one, 
dolefully. 

"  Wring  it  then,"  faid  Archer. 

"  My  hand's  cut  with  your  broken 
glafs,"  cried  another. 

"  Glafs!"  cried  a  third,  «  mercy!  is 
there  broken  glafs?  and  it's  all  about, 
I  fuppofe,  amongft  the  fupper — and 
I  bad  but  one  bit  of  bread  all  the 
time." 

"  Bread!"  cried  Arokcr— «  Eat,  if 
you  want  it — Here's  a  piece  here,  and 
«o  gkfs  near  it." 

«  !tY*U  wet— And  I  d<sn't  lifce  dry 
bread  by  itfelf— That's  no  feaft." 
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"  Heigh-day! — What,  nothing  but 
moaning  and  grumbling! — If  thefe  arc 
the  joys  of  a  Barring-out"  cried 
Townfend,  "  I'd  rather  be  fnug  in  my 
bed.  I  expected  that  we  fhould  have 
fat  up  till  twelve  o'clock,  talking  and 
laughing  and  finging." 

"  So  you  may  dill,  what  hinders 
you?"  faid  Archer—"  Sing,  and  we'll 
join  you,  and  I  mould  be  glad  thofe 
fellows  overhead  heard  us  fmging.  Be- 
gin, Townfend — 

"  Come  now  all  ye  facial  Powers, 
"  Spread  your  influence  o'er  us — ' 

or   elfe — 

"  Rale  Britannia  !  Britannia  rule  the  waves ! 
"  Britons  never  will  be  flaves." 

Nothing  can  be  more  melancholy 
than  fc?rced  merriment.  In  vain  they 
roared  in  chorus.  In  vain  they  tried  to 
appear  gay — It  would  not  do,  The 
voices  died  away,  and  dropped  off  one 
by  one.  They  had  each  provided  bm- 
felf  with  a  great  coat  toiieepwpoa, 
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now  in  the  dark  there  was  a  peevifh 
fcrambling  conteft  for  the  coats,  and 
half  the  company,  in  very  bad  humour, 
ftretched  themfelves  upon  the  benches 
for  the  night. 

There  is  great  pleafure  in  bearing  any 
thing  that  has  the  appearance  of  hard- 
fliip,  as  long  as  there  is  any  glory  to  be 
acquired  by  it;  but  when  people  feel 
themfelves  foiled,  there  is  no  further 
pleafure  in  endurance:  and  if  in  their 
misfortune  there  is  any  mixture  of 
the  ridiculous,  the  motives  for  heroifm 
are  immediately  deftroyed.  Dr.  Mid- 
dleton  had  probably  confidered  this, 
in  the  choice  he  made  of  his  firfl 
attack. 

Archer,  who  had  fpent  the  night 
as  a  man,  that  had  the  cares  of  govern- 
ment-upon,  his -(boulders,  rofe  early  in 
the  morning,  whilft  every  body  elfe 
was  faft  aileep.  In  the  night  he  had 
revolved-  the  affair  of  the  trap-door, 
and  .a  new- .danger  -had.  alarmed  him.  It 
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was  pofllble,  that  the  enemy  might  de- 
fcend  upon  them  through  the  trap-dooiv 
The  room  had  been  built  high,  to  admit 
a  free  circulation  of  air.  It  was  twenty- 
feet  high;  fo  that  it  was  in  vain  to 
think  of  reaching  to  the  trap-door.  As 
foon  as  day-light  appeared,  Archer 
rofe  foftly,  that  he  might  reconnoitre, 
and  devife  fome  method  of  guarding 
againfl  this  new  danger.  Luckily  there 
were  round  holes  in  the  top  of  the  win- 
dow mutters,  which  admitted  fufhcient 
lio-ht  for  him  to  work  bv.  The  remains 

O  * 

of  the  foaked  feafl,  wet  candles,  and 
broken  glafs,  fpread  over  the  table  in  the 
middle  of  the  room,  looked  rather  dif- 
mal  this  morning. 

"  A  pretty  fet  of  fellows  I  have  to 
manage!"  faid  Archer,  contemplating 
the  groupe  of  ileepers  before  him. — 
"  It  is  well  they  have  fomebody  to 
think  for  them.  Now  if  I  wanted — 
which,  thank  goodnefs,  I  don't— but 
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if  I  did  want  to  call  a  cabinet-council 
to  my  afliftance,  whom  could  I  pitch 
upon? — Not  this  ftupid  fnorer,  who  is 
dreaming  of  gipfies,  if  he  is  dreaming 
of  any  thing,'*  continued  Archer,  as 
he  looked  into  Fifher's  open  mouth. 

"  This  next  chap  is  quick  enough ; 
but  then  he  is  fo  fond  of  having  every 
thing  his  own  way. 

*'  And  this  curl-pated  monkey,  who 
is  grinning  in  his  fleep,  is  all  tongue, 
and  no  brains. 

"  Here  are  brains,  though  nobody 
would  think  it,  in  this  lump,"  laid  he, 
looking  at  a  fat,  rolled  up,  heavy- breath- 
ing deeper;  "  but  what  fignify  brains 
to  fuch  a  lazy  dog;  J  might  kick  him 
for  my  foot-ball  this  half  hour,  before  I 
fhould  get  him  awake. 

"  This  lank-jawed  Harlequin  befide 
him  is  a  handy  fellow,  to  be  fure;  but 
then  if  he  lias  hands,  ht  has  no  head 
— and  he'd  be  afraid  of  his  own  fhadow 


BARRING    OtTT.  6l 

too,  by  this  light,  he  is  fuch  a  cow- 
ard! 

"  And  Townfend,  why  he  has  puns 
in  plenty;  but  when  there's  any  work 
to  be  done,  he's  the  word  fellow  to  be 
near  one  in  the  world — he  can  do  no- 
thing but  laugh  at  his  own  puns. 

"  This  poor  little  fellow,  that  we 
hunted  into  the  corner,  has  more  fenfc 
than  all  of  them  put  together;  but 
then  he  is  a  Greybeard." 

Thus  fpeculated  the  chief  of  a  party 
upon  his  fleeping  friends. — And  how 
did  it  happen,  that  he  (hould  be  fo 
ambitious  to  pleafe  and  govern  this 
fet,  when,  for  each  individual  of  which 
it  was  compofed,  he  felt  fuch  fupreme 
contempt.  He  had  formed  them  into 
a  party,  had  given  them  a  name,  and  he 
was  at  their  head.  If  thefe  be  not  good 
reafons,  none  better  can  be  afligned  for 
Archer's  conduct. 

"  I  vvifli  ye  could  all  fleep  on,"  faicl 
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he,  "  but  I  muft  waken  ye,  though  ye 
will  be  only  in  my  way.  The  found  of 
my  hammering  muft  waken  them  ;  fo 
I  may  as  well  do  the  thing  handfomely, 
and  flatter  fome  of  them  by  pretending 
toafk  their  advice. " 

Accordingly,  he  pulled  two  or  three 
to  waken  them.  "Come,  Townfend, 
waken,  my  boy  !  Here's  fome  diver- 
iion  for  you — up  i  up  !" 

"  Diverfion  !"  cried  Townfend,  «  I'm 
your  man  !  I'm  up — up  to  any  thing" 
'  So,  under  the  name  of  diver/ion,  Ar- 
cher fet  Townfend  to  work  at  four 
o'clock  in  the  morning.  They  had 
nails,  a  few  tools,  and  feveral  fpars,  ilill 
left  from  the  wreck  of  the  play-houfe. 
Thefe,  by  Archer's  directions,  they 
fharpened  at  one  end,  and  nailed  them 
to  the  ends  of  feveral  forms.  All  hands 
were  now  Called  to  clear  away  the  fupper 
things,  and  to  ered  thefe  forms  perpen- 
dicularly under  the  trap  door ;  and, 
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with  the  afii  fiance  of  a  few  braces,  a 
chevaux-de-frife  was  formed,  upon  which 
nobody  could  venture  to  defcend.  At 
the  fartheft  end  of  the  room,  they  like- 
wife  formed  a  penthoufe  of  the  tables, 
tinder  which  they  propofed  to  breakfail, 
fecurefrom  the  pelting  florm,  if  it  fhould 
again  affail  them  through  the  trap  door, 
They  crowded  under  the  penthoufe  as 
foon  as  it  was  ready,  and  their  admira- 
tion of  its'  ingenuity  paid  the  workmen 
for  the  job. 

"Lord  !  I  (hall  like  to:  fee  the  garden- 
er's phiz  through  the  trap-door,  when 
he  beholds  the  fpikes  under  him  !" 
cried  Townfend. — "  Now  for  break- 
faft  !" 

"  Aye,  now  for  breakfaft,"  faid  Ar- 
cher, looking  at  his  watch  ;  "  pad  eight 
o'clock,  and  my  town  boys  not  come  ! 
I  don't  underftand  this !" 

Archer  had  expected  a  conftant  nap- 
pi  y  of  provifion  from  two  boys  who. 
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lived  in  the  town,  who  were  coufins  of 
his,  and  who  had  promifed  to  come 
every  day,  and  put  food  in  at  a  certain 
hole  in  the  wall,  in  which  a  ventilator 
ufually  turned.  This  ventilator  Archer 
had  taken  down,  and  had  contrived  it 
fo,  that  it  could  be  eafily  removed  and 
replaced  at  pleafure  j  but,  upon  examin- 
ation, it  was  now  perceived,  that  the  hole 
had  been  newly  flopped  up  by  an  iron 
back,  which  it  was  impoffible  to  pene- 
trate or  remove. 

"  It  never  came  into  my  head,  that 
any  body  would  ever  have  thought  of 
the  ventilator  but  myfelf  !"  exclaimed 
Archer,  in  great  perplexity.  He  liften- 
ed,  and  waited  for  his  coufins,  but  no 
coufins  came  ;  and,  at  a  late  hour,  the 
company  were  obliged  to  breakfaft  upon 
the  fcattered  fragments  of  the  laft  night's 
feaft.  That  feaft  had  been  fpread 
with  fuch  imprudent  profufion,  that 
little  now  remained,  to  fatisfy  the  hun- 

3 


BARRING    OUT.  65 

gry  guefts.  Archer,  who  well  knew 
the  effect,  which  the  apprehenlion  of 
a  fcarcity  would  have  upon  his  aflb- 
ciates,  did  every  thing  that  could  be 
done  by  a  bold  countenance  and  re- 
iterated afiertions,  to  perfuade  them  that 
his  coufins  would  certainly  come  at 
laft,  and  that  the  fupplies  were  only  de- 
layed. The  delay,  however,  was  alarm- 
ing. 

Fifher,  alone,  heard  the  Manager's 
calculations,  and  faw  the  public  fears 
unmoved.  Secretly  rejoicing  in  his 
own  wifdom,  he  walked  from  window 
to  window,  flyly  liflening  for  the  gip- 
fy's  fignal.  "  There  it  is  !"  cried  he, 
with  more  joy  fparkling  in  his  eyes  than 
had  ever  enlightened  them  before  ; 
"  Come  this  way,  Archer  ;  but  don't 
tell  any  body.  Hark  !  do  ye  hear  thofe 
three  taps  at  the  window  ? — This  is  the 
old  woman  with  twelve  buns  for 
me  !  I'll  give  you  one  whole  one  for 
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yourfelf,  if  you  will  unbar  the  window 
for  me." 

"  Unbar  the  window  !"  interrupted 
Archer  ;  "  no,  that  I  won't,  for  you  or 
the  gipfy  either  ;  but  I  have  head 
enough  to  get  your  buns  without  that. 
But  ftay,  there  is  fomething  of  more 
confequence  than  your  twelve  buns — 
I  muft  think  for  ye  all,  I  fee,  regularly." 

So  he  fummoned  a  council,  and  pro- 
pofed  that  every  one  mould  fubfcribe, 
and  truft  the  fubfcription  to  the  gip- 
fy, to  purchafe  a  frefh  fupply  of  pro- 
vilion.  Archer  laid  down  a  guinea  of 
his  own  money  for  his  fubfcription  ;  at 
which  fight  all  the  company  clapped 
their  hands,  and  his  popularity  rofe  to  a 
high  pitch  with  their  renewed  hopes  of 
plenty.  Now,  having  made  a  lift  of 
their  wants,  they  folded  the  money  in 
the  paper,  put  it  into  a  bag,  which  Ar- 
cher tied  to  a  Ions;  firing,  and,  having 
broken  the  pane  of  glafs  behind  the 
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round  hole  in  the  window  (hutter,  he 
let  down  the  bag  to  the  gipfy.  She 
promifed  to  be  punctual ;  and  having 
filled  the  bag  with  Filher's  twelve  buns, 
they  were  drawn  up  in  triumph,  and 
every  body  anticipated  thepleafure,  with 
which  they  fhould  fee  the  fame  bag 
drawn  up  at  dinner  time.  The  buns 
were  a  little  fqueezed  in  being  drawn 
through  the  hole  in  the  window  (hut- 
ter ;  but  Archer  immediately  fawed  out 
a  piece  of  the  (hutter,  and  broke  the 
correfponding  panes  in  each  of  the  other 
windows,  to  prevent  fufpicion,  and  to 
make  it  appear,  that  they  had  all  been 
broken  to  admit  the  air. 

What  a  pity  that  fo  much  ingenuity 
fhould  have  been  employed  to  no  pur- 
pofe.  It  may  have  furprized  the  intel- 
ligent reader,  that  the  gipfy  was  fo 
punctual  to  her  promife  to  Fifher  ;  but 
we  muft  recollect,  that  her  apparent  in- 
tegrity was  only  cunning ;  fhe  was  punc- 
E  2 
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tual,  that  (he  might  be  employed  again 
— that  (he  might  be  en  trailed  with  the 
contribution,  which,  (he  forefaw,  mufl 
be  raifed  amongft  the  famifhing  garri- 
fon.  No  fooner  had  (he  received  the 
money,  than  her  end  was  gained. 

Dinner-time  came — It  ftruck  three, 
four,  five,  fix.  They  liflened  with 
hungry  ears,  but  no  fignal  was  heard. 
The  morning  had  been  very  long,  and 
Archer  had  in  vain  tried  to  diffuade 
them  from  devouring  the  remainder  of 
the  provifion  before  they  were  fure  of 
a  freQi  fupply.  And  now,  thofe  who 
had  been  the  moft  confident,  were  the 
mod  impatient  of  their  difappoint- 
ment. 

Archer,  in  the  dlvifion  of  the  food, 
had  attempted,  by  the  moft  fcrupulous 
exactnefs,  to  content  the  public  ;  and 
he  was  both  aftonifhed  and  provoked, 
to  perceive  that  his  impartiality  was  im- 
peached. So  differently  do  people  judge 
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in  different  fituations. — He  was  the  firft 
perfon,  to  accufe  his  mafter  of  injuftice, 
and  the  lead  capable  of  bearing  fuch  an 
imputation  upon  himfelf  from  others. 
He  now  experienced  fome  of  the  joys 
of  power,  and  the  delight  of  managing 
unreafonable  numbers. 

"  Have  not  I  done  every  thing  I  could 
to  pleafe  ye  ?  Have  not  I  fpent  my 
money  to  buy  ye  food  ?  Have  not  I 
divided  the  laft  morfel  with  ye  ? — I 
have  not  tafted  one  mouthful  to-day  ! — 
Did  not  I  fet  to  work  for  ye  at  fun- 
rrfe  ?  Did  not  I  lie  awake  all  night  for 
ye  ?  Have  not  I  had  all  the  labour,  all 
the  anxiety  ?  Look  round  and  fee  my 
contrivances,  my  work,  my  generofity ! 
And,  after  all,  you  think  me  a  tyrant,, 
becaufe  I  want  you  to  have  common 
fenfe.  Is  not  this  bun  which  I  hold  in 
my  hand  my  own  ?  Did  not  I  earn  it  by 
my  own  ingenuity  from  that  felfifh 
dunce  (pointing  to  FiQier)  who  could 

E  3 
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never  have  gotten  one  of  his  twelve  buns, 
if  I  had  not  fhewn  him  how :  eleven  of 
them  he  has  eaten  fince  morning  for  his 
own  (hare,  without  offering  any  mortal 
a  morfel ;  but  I  fcorn  to  eat  even  what 
is  juftly  my  own,  when  I  fee  fo  many 
hungry  creatures  longing  for  it.  I  was 
not  going  to  touch  this  lad  morfel  my- 
felf ;  I  only  begged  you  to  keep  it  till 
fupper  time,  when,  perhaps,  you'll  want 
it  more,  and  Townfend,  who  can't  bear 
the  flighted  thing  that  crofles  his  own 
whims,  and  who  thinks  there's  nothing 
in  this  world  to  be  minded  but  his  own 
diverdon,  calls  me  a  tyrant.  You  all 
of  you  promifed  to  obey  me — the  firft 
thing  I  aik  you  to  do  for  your 
own  good,  and  when,  if  you  had  com- 
mon fenfe,  you  muft  know  I  can  want* 
nothing  but  your  good,  you  rebel  a- 
gainft  me. — Traitors  ! — Fools  ! — Un- 
grateful fools  !" 

Archer  walked  up  and  down,  unable 
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to  command  his  emotion,  whilft,  for  the 
moment,  the  difcontented  multitude 
was  filenced.  . 

"  Here,"  faid  he,  (Inking  his  hand 
upon  the  little  boy's  moulder,  "  Here's 
the  only  one  amongfl  ye,  who  has  not 
uttered  one  word  of  reproach  or  com- 
plaint, and  he  has  had  but  one  bit  of 
bread — a  bit  that  I  gave  him  myfelf 
this  day. — Here  !  faid  he,  matching  the 
bun,  which  nobody  had  dared  to  touch — 
"  Take  it — it's  mine — I  give  it  to  you, 
though  you  are  a  Greybeard — you  de- 
ferve  it — eat  it,  and  be  an  Archer. 
You  mall  be  my  captain — will  you  ?" 
faid  he,  lifting  him  up  in  his  arms  above 
the  reft. 

"  I  like  you  now/'  faid  the  little  boy 
courageoufly  ;  "but  I  love  De  Grey  bet- 
ter ;  he  has  always  been  my  friend,  and 
he  advifed  me  never  to  call  myfelf  any 
of  thofe  names,  Archer  or  Greybeard, 
fo  I  won't  :  though  I  am  (hut  in  here, 
£4 
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I  have  nothing  to  do  with  it.  I  love 
Dr.  Middleton  ;  he  was  never  unjuft 
to  me  ;  and,  I  dare  fay  that  he  has  very 
good  reafons,  as  De  Grey  faid,  for  for- 
bidding us  to  go  into  that  houie — be-* 
fides,  it's  his  own. 

Inflead  of  admiring  the  good  fenfe 
and  fteadinefs  of  this  lad,  Archer  fuffered 
Townfend  to  fnatch  the  untafted  bun 
out  of  his  hands.  He  flung  it  at  the 
hole  in  the  window,  but  it  fell  back. 
The  Archers  fcrambled  for  it,  and  Fifher 
ate  it. 

Archer  faw  this,  and  was  fenfiblethat 
he  had  not  done  handfomely  in  fullering 
it.  A  few  moments  ago  he  had  ad- 
mired his  own  generality,  and  though  he 
had  felt  the  injuftice  of  others,  he  had 
not  accufed  himfeif  of  any.  He  turned 
away  from  the  little  boy,  and,  fitting 
down  at  one  end  of  the  table,  hid  his 
face  in  his  hands.  He  continued  im- 
moveabie  in  this  pofture  for  fome  time. 
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"  Lord  !  faid  Town  fend,  "  it  was  an 
excellent  joke  !" 

"  Pooh  !"  faid  Fifter,  "  what  a  fool, 
to  think  fo  much  about  a  bun  !" 

"  Never  mind,  Mr.  Archer,  if  you  are 
thinking  about  me,"  faid  the  little  boy, 
trying  gently  to  pull  his  hands  from  his 
face* 

"  Archer  (looped  down,  and  lifted 
him  up  upon  the  table  ;  at  which  fight 
the  enraged  partifans  fet  up  a  general 
hifs — "  He  has  forfaken  us !  He  de- 
ferts  his  party  !  He  wants  to  be  a 
Greybeard  !  After  he  has  got  us  all 
into  this  fcrape,  he  will  leave  us  -1" 

**  I  am  not  going  to  leave  you,"  cried 
Archer — "  No  one  (hall  everaccufe  me 
of  deferting  my  party.  I'll  flick  by  the 
Archers,  right  or  wrong,  I  tell  you,  to 
the  laft  moment  : — but  this  little  fel- 
low— take  it  as  you  pleafe,  mutiny  if 
you  will,  and  throw  me  out  of  the  win- 
dow ;  call  me  traitor,  coward,  Grey- 
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beard — this  little  fellow  is  worth  you  all 
put  together,  and  I'll  ftand  by  him  a- 
gainft  whoever  dares  to  lay  a  finger  upon 
him  :  and  the  next  morfel  of  food  that 
I  fee  (hall  be  his ;  touch  him  who 
dares." 

The  commanding  air  with  which  Ar- 
cher fpoke  and  looked,  and  the  belief 
that  the  little  boy  deferved  his  pro- 
tection, filenced  the  crowd :  but  the 
ftorm  was  only  hufhed. 

No  found  of  merriment  was  now  to 
be  heard — no  battledore  and  muttlecock', 
no  ball,  no  marbles.  Some  fat  in  a  corn- 
er, whifpering  their  wifhes,  that  Archer 
would  unbar  the  doors,  and  give  up. 
Others,  ftretching  their  arms  and  gap- 
ing, as  they  fauntered  up  and  down  the 
room,  wifhed  for  air,  or  food,  or  wa- 
ter. Fifher  and  his  nine,  who  had  fuch 
firm  dependence  upon  the  gipfy,  now 
gave  themfelves  up  to  utter  defpair.  It 
was  eight  o'clock,  growing  darker  and 
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darker  every  minute,  and  no  candles, 
no  light  could  they  have.  The  prof- 
peel  of  another  long  dark  night  made 
them  flill  more  discontented.  Townf- 
end  at  the  head  of  the  yawners,  and 
Fidier  at  the  head  of  the  hungry 
malcontents,  gathered  round  Archer, 
and  the  few  yet  unconquered  fpirits, 
demanding  "how  long  he  meant  to  keep 
them  in  this  dark  dungeon  ?  and  whe- 
ther he  expected,  that  they  mould  ftarve 
themfelves  to  death  for  his  fake  ?" 

The  idea  of  giving  up  was  more  in- 
tolerable to  Archer  than  all  the  reft ; 
he  faw,  that  the  majority,  his  own  con- 
vincing argument,  was  againft  him.  He 
was  therefore  obliged  to  condefcend  to 
the  arts  of  perfuafion.  He  flattered 
fome  with  hopes  of  food  from  the 
town  boys.  Some  he  reminded  of  their 
promifes.  Others  he  praifed  for  former 
prowefs ;  and  others  he  (harried  by  the 
repetition  of  their  high  vaunts  in  the 
beginning  of  the  bufmefs. 
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It  was  at  length  refolved,  that  at  all 
events  they  would  hold  out.  With  this 
determination  they  ftretched  them- 
felves  again  to  fleep,  for  the  fecond 
night,  in  weak  and  weary  obftinacy. 

Archer  flept  longer  and  more  foundly 
than  ufual  the  next  morning,  and,  when 
he  awoke — he  found  his  hands  tied  be- 
hind him.  Three  or  four  boys  had  juft 
gotten  hold  of  his  feet,  which  they  prefled 
down,  whilft  the  trembling  hands  of 
Fiftier  were  fattening  the  cord  round 
them.  With  all  the  force  which  rage 
could  infpire,  Archer  (Iruggled  and  roar- 
ed to  "  his  Archers  ?" — his  friends 
— his  party  • — for  help  againft  the  trai- 
tors. 

But  all  kept  aloof.  Townfend,  in 
particular,  ftood  laughing,  and  looking 
on.  "  I  beg  your  pardon,  Archer,  but 
really  you  look  fo  droll  ! — All  alive  and 
kicking ! — Don't  be  angry — I'm  fo  weak 
I  cannot  help  laughing  to-day." 
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The  packthread  cracked — "  His 
hands  are  free  !— He's  loofe  '"  cried  the 
lead  of  the  boys,  and  ran  away,  whilft 
Archer  leaped  up,  and  feizing  hold  of 
Fifher  with  a  powerful  grafp,  flernly 
demanded — "  What  he  meant  by  this  r" 

"  Afk  rny  party,"  faid  Fifher,  terri- 
fied ;  "  they  fet  me  on  ;  afk  my  party." 

"  Your  party  !"  cried  Archer,  with 
a  look  of  ineffable  contempt:  "You 
reptile  ! — your  party  I  Can  fuch  a  thing 
as  you  have  a  party  ?" 

"  To  be  Cure,"  faid  Fiflier,  fettling  his 
collar,  which  Archer,  in  his  furprife,  had 
let  go — "  To  be  fure — Why  not  ? — 
Any  man  whochoofes  it  may  have  a  party 
as  well  as  yourfelf,  I  fuppofe — I  have 
my  nine  Fifhermen" — 

At  thefe  words,  fpoken  with  much 
fullen  importance,  Archer,  in  fpite  of 
his  vexation,  could  not  help  laughing — 
"  Fifhermen  !"  cried  he,  "  Fi/hermen  /" 
— "And  why  not  Fifhermen  as  well  as  Ar- 
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chers  ?"  cried  they — "  one  party  is  juil 
as  good  as  another ;  it  is  only  a  queflion 
which  can  get  the  upper  hand  ;  and  we 
had  your  hands  tied  juft  now." 

"  That's  right,  Townfend,"  faid  Ar- 
cher, "  laugh  on,  my  boy  !  Friend  or 
foe  it's  all  the  fame  to  you.  I  know  how 
to  value  your  friend  (hip  now.  You  are  a 
mighty  good  fellow  when  the  fun  fhines; 
but,  let  a  ftorm  come,  and  how  you  flink 
away  S" 

At  this  inftant  Archer  felt  the  differ- 
ence between  a  good  companion,  and  a 
good  friend ;  a  difference  which  fome 
people  do  not  difcover  till  too  late  in 
life. 

"  Have  I  no  friend  ? — no  real  friend 
amongft  ye  all  ?  And  could  ye  ftand  by 
and  fee  my  hands  tied  behind  me,  like 
a  thief's.  What  fignifies  iuch  a  party? 
—All  mute!" 

"  We  want  fomething  to  eat,"  an- 
fwered  the  Fifhermen.  "  What-figmfies 


BARRING   OUT.  79 

fuck  a  party,  indeed  ? — and  fitch  a  Man- 
ager, who  can  do  nothing  for  one  ?" 

"  And  have  7  done  nothing  ?" 

"  Don't  let's  hear  any  more  profing," 
faid  Fifher  ;  "  we  are  too  many  for  you. 
I've  advifed  my  party,  if  they've  a  mind 
not  to  be  ftarved,  to  give  you  up  for  the 
ringleader,  as  you  were  ;  and  Dr.  Mid- 
dleton  will  let  us  all  off,  I  dare  fay." 

So,  depending  upon  the  fullen  filence 
of  the  aflembly,  he  again  approached  Ar- 
cher with  a  cord.  A  cry  of  "  No  !  no  ! 
no  !  Don't  tie  him" — was  feebly  raifed. 

Archer  flood  flill ;  but  the  moment 
Fi flier  touched  him,  he  knocked  him 
down  to  the  ground  ;  and,  turning  to 
the  reft  with  eyes  fpaikling  with  indig- 
nation, "  Archers  !"  cried  he. 

A  voice  at  this  inftant  was  heard  at 
the  door — It  was  De  Grey's  voice — 
"  I  have  a  large  bafket  of  provifion 
for  your  breakfaft." 

A  general  (Lout  of  joy  was  fent  forth 
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by  the  voracious  public — "  Breakfaft  1 
— provifion! — A  large  bafket — DeGrey 
for  ever  ! — Huzza !" 

De  Grey  promifed,  upon  his  honour, 
that  if  they  would  unbar  the  door,  no- 
body fhould  come  in  with  him,  and  no 
advantage  (hould  be  taken  of  them. 
This  promife  was  enough,  even  for  Ar- 
cher. 

"  I  will  let  him  in,"  laid  he,  "  myfelf, 
for  I'm  fure  he  will  never  break  his 
word." 

He  pulled  away  the  bar — the  door 
opened — and  having  bargained  for  the 
liberty  of  Melfom  (the  little  boy  who 
had  been  fhut  in  by  miftake),  De  Grey 
pufhed  in  his  bafket  of  provifion,  and 
locked  and  barred  the  door  inflantly. 

Joy  and  gratitude  fparkled  in  every 
face,  when  he  unpacked  his  bafket,  and 
fpread  the  table  with  a  plentiful  break- 
fail.  A  hundred  queftions  were  afked 
him  at  once— "  Eat  firft,"  fakl  -he, 
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"  and  we  will  talk  afterwards.'*  This 
bufinefs  was  quickly  difpatched  by  peo- 
ple who  had  not  tafted  food  for  feveral 
hours.  Their  curiofity  increafed  as 
their  hunger  diminifhed.  "  Who  fent 
us  breakfaft?  Does  Dr.  Middleton 
know  ?" — were  queftions  reiterated  from 
•  every  mouth. 

"  He  does  know/'  anfwered  De  Grey, 
"  and  the  firft  thing  I  have  to  tell  you  is, 
that  I  am  your  fellow  prifoner.  I  am 
to  flay  here,  till  you  give  up.  This  was 
the  only  condition  on  which  Dr.  Mid- 
dleton would  allow  me  to  bring  you 
food,  and  he  will  allow  no  more." 

Every  one  looked  at  the  empty  bafket. 
But  Archer,  in  whom  half-vanquiihed 
party  fpirit   revived  with   the  ftrength' 
he  had  gotten  from  his  breakfaft,  broke 
into  exclamations  in  praife  of  De  Grey's 
magnanimity,    as    he    now     imagined,  . 
that  De  Grey  was  become  one  of  them-  f 
felves. 

VOL.   VI-  F 
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"  And  you  will  join  us,  will  you  ? — 
that's  a  noble  fellow !" 

"  No,"  anfwered  De  Grey,  calmly, 
"  but  I  hope  to  perfuade,  or  rather  to 
convince  you,  that  you  ought  to  join 
!ne." 

"'  You  would  have  found  it  no  hard 
iafk,  to  have  perfuaded  or  convinced  us, 
whichever  you  pieafed,"  faid  Tovvnf- 
cnd,  "  if  you  had  appealed  to  Archers 
failing,  but  Archers  feafting  are  quite 
other  animals.  Even  Csefar  himfelf, 
after  breakfafl,  is  quite  another  thing  !r> 
sdded  he,  pointing  to  Archer. 

x<  You  may  fpeak  for  yourfelf,  Mr. 
Townfend,"  replied  the  infulted  hero, 
"but  not  for  me, or  for  Archers  in  gene- 
ral, if  you  pleafe.  We  unbarred  the 
door  upon  the  faith  of  De  Grey's 
promife — that  was  not  giving  up.  And 
it  would  have  been  jufl  as  difficult, 
I  promife  you,  to  perfuade  or  con- 
vince me  either,  that  I  fhould  give  up 
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againft  my  honour  before  breakfaft,  as 
after." 

This  fplrited  fpeech  was  applauded  by 
many,  who  had  nowforgotten  the  feelings 
of  famine.  Not  fo  Fifher,  whofe  me- 
mory was  upon  this  occafion  very 


"  What  nonfenfe"  —  and  the  orator 
paufed  for  a  fynonymous  expreffion,  but 
none  was  at  hand.  "  What  nonfenfe 
and-^-nonfenfe  is  here  !  —  Why,  don't 
you  remember,  that  dinner-time,  fup- 
per-time,  and  break  fad-  time  will  come 
again  P  So  what  (ignifies  mouthing  a- 
bout  perfuading  and  convincing.  We 
will  not  go  through  again  what  we  did 
yefterday.  Honour  me  no  honour,  I 
don't  underftand  it.  —  I'd  rather  be  flog- 
ged at  once,  as  I've  been  many's  the 
good  time  for  a  lefs  thing.  I  fay,  we'd 
better  all  be  flogged  at  once,  which  muft 
be  the  end  of  it,  fooner  or  later,  than 
wait  here  to  be  without  dinner,  break- 

F    2 
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fail,  and  (upper,  all  only  becaufe  Mr. 
Archer  won't  give  up  becaufe  of  his 
honour,  and  nonfenfe  !" 

Many  prudent  faces  amongft  the 
Fifhermen  feemed  to  deliberate  at  the 
clofe  of  this  oration,  in  which  the  ar- 
guments were  brought  fo  "  home  to 
each  man's  bufinefs  and  bolom." 

"  But,"  faid  De  Grey,  "  when  we 
yield,  I  hope  it  will  not  be  merely  to 
get  our  dinner,  gentlemen.  When  we 
yield,  Archer — " 

"  Don't  addrefs  yourfelf  to  me,"  in- 
terrupted Archer,  ftruggling  with  his 
pride ;  "  you  have  no  farther  occafion 
to  try  to  win  me — I  have  no  power,  no 
party,  you  fee  !  and  now  I  find  that  I 
have  no  friends,  I  don't  caie  what  be- 
comes  of  myfelf.  I  fuppofe  I'm  to  be 
given  up  as  ringleader.  Here's  this 
Fiflier,  and  a  party  of  his  Fifhermen, 
were  going  to  tie  me  hand  and  foot,  if 
I  had  not  knocked  him  down,  jufl  as 
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you  came  to  the  door,  De  Grey  ;  and 
now,  perhaps,  you  will  join  Fiflier's 
party  againft  me." 

De  Grey  was  going  to  aflure  him, 
that  he  had  no  intention  of  joining  any 
party,  when  a  fudden  change  appeared 
in  Archer's  countenance. 

"  Silence !"  cried  Archer,  in  an  im- 
perious tone ;  and  there  was  filence. 
Some  one  was  heard  to  whittle  the  be- 
ginning of  a  tune,  that  was  perfectly 
new  to  every  body  prefent,  except  to 
Archer,  who  immediately  whiflled  the 
conclusion. 

"  There  !"  cried  he,  looking  at  De- 
Grey  with  triumph,  "  that's  a  method 
of  holding  fecret  correfpondence,.  whilft 
a  prifoner,  which  I  learned  from  c  Rich- 
ard Coeur  de  Lion.'  J  know  how  to 
make  ufe  of  every  thing.  Hollo,  friend  ! 
are  you  there  at  laft  ?"  cried  he,  going1 
to  the  ventilator. 

"  Yes,  but  we  are  barred  out  here." 
*  3 
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"  Round  to  the  window,  thenr  and 
fill  your  bag;  we'll  let  it  down,  my  lad,. 
in  a  trice,  bar  me  out  who  can." 

Archer  let  down  the  bag  with  all  the 
expedition  of  joy,  and  it  was  filled  with 
^11  the  expedition  of  fear. — "  Pull  a- 
way — make  hafte,  for  Heaven's  fake  !" 
faid  the  voice  from  without,"  the  gardener 
will  come  from  dinner  elfe,  and  we  fhall 
be  caught.  He  mounted  guard  all 
yefterday  at  the  ventilator ;  and,  though 
I  watched,  and  watched,  till  it  was  dark- 
er than  pitch,  I  could  not  get  near  you. 
I  don't  know  what  has  taken  him  out  of 
the  way,  now — make  hafte,  pull  away  !" 

The  heavy  bag  was  foon  pulled  up — 
"  Have  you  any  more  ?"  faid  Archer. 

"  Yes,  plenty — let  down  quick  :  I've 
got  the  taylor's  bag  full,  which  is  three 
times  as  large  as  your's,  and  I've  changed 
clothes  with  the  taylor's  boy,  fo  nobody 
took  notice  of  me  as  I  came  down  the 
ftreet." 
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"-  There's  my  own  coufin !"  exclaimed 
Archer — "  there's  a  noble  fellow  !  — 
there's  my  own  coufin,  I  acknowledge. 
Fill  the  bag,  then/* 

Several  times  the  bag  defcended  and 
afcended  ;  and  at  every  unlading  of  the 
crane,  frefh  acclamations  were  heard. 
<;  I  have  no  more  !"  at  length  the  boy 
with  the  taylor's  bag  cried. 

"  Off  with  you,  then;  we've  enough, 
and  thank  you." 

A  delightful  review  was  now  made  of 
their  treafure  ;  bufy  hands  arranged  and 
forted  the  heterogeneous  mafs.  Archer, 
in  the  height  of  his  glory,  looked  on, 
the  acknowledged  mailer  of  the  whole, 
Townfend,  who,  in  profperity  as  in  ad* 
verfity,  faw  and  enjoyed  the  comic  fbi-* 
bles  of  his  friends,  pulhed  De  Grey,  who 
was  looking  on  with  a  more  good-na-' 
tured  and  more  thoughtful  air : "  Friend,'* 
faid  he,  "you  look  like  a  great  philofo-* 
pher,  and  Archer  like  a  great  hero. " 
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"  And  you,  Townfend,"  faid  Archer, 
"  may  look  like  a  wit,  if  you  will  ;  but 
you  will  never  be  a  hero." 

"  No,  no,"  replied Townfend,  "wits 
are  never  heroes,  becaufe  they  are  wits — 
you  are  out  of  your  wits,  and  therefore 
may  fet  up  for  a  hero." 

"  Laugh  and  welcome: — I'm  not  a 
tyrant.  I  don't  want  to  reftrain  any 
body's  wit  ;  but  I  cannot  fay  I  admire 
puns." 

"  Nor  I  neither,"  faid  the  time-ferving 
Fifher,  fidling  up  to  the  Manager,  and 
picking  the  ice  off  apiece  of  plum-cake  ; 
"  nor  I  neither;  I  hate  puns.  I  can 
never  underfland  Townfend's  pirns,  be- 
fides,  any  body  can  make  puns  ;  and 
one  does'nt  want  wit  either  at  all  times ; 
for  inflance,  when  one  is  going  to  fettle 
about  dinner,  or  bufinefs  of  confequence. 
Blefs  us  all,  Archer  !"  continued  he, 
with  fudden  familiarity,  "  What  a  fight 
of  good  things  are  here!  I'm  fure  we 
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are  much  obliged  to  you  and  your  cou- 
iin — I  never  thought  he'd  have  come. 
AVhy,  now  we  can  hold  out  as  long  as 
you  pleafe.  Let  us  fee,"  faid  he,  divid- 
ing the  provifion  upon  the  table,  "  we 
can  hold  out  to-day,  and  all  to-morrow, 
.and  part  of  next  day,  may  be.  Why, 
now,  we  may  defy  the  dodor  and  the 
Greybeards — and  the  doclor  will  furely 
give  up  to  us,  for,  you  fee,  he  knows 
nothing  of  all  this,  and  he'll  think  we 
are  ftarving  all  this  while  ;  and  he'd  be 
afraid,  you  fee,  to  let  us  flarve  quiter 
in  reality,  for  three  whole  days,  becaufe 
of  what  would  be  faid  in  the  town.  My 
aunt  Barbara,  for  one,  would  be  at  him, 
long  before  that  time  was  out ;  and,  be- 
fides,  you  know,  in  that  there  cafe,  he'd 
be  hanged  for  murder,  which  is  quite 
another  thing,  in  law,  from  a  Barring 
out,  you  know." 

Archer  had  not  given  to  this  harangue 
all  the  attention  which  it  deferved ;.  for 
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his  eye  was  fixed  upon  De  Grey.  "  What 
is  De  Grey  thinking  of  r"  he  aiked  im- 
patiently. 

"  I  am  thinking/'  (aid  De  Grey, 
"  that  Dr.  Middleton  mull  believe,  that 
I  have  betrayed  his  confidence  in  me. 
The  gardener  was  ordered  away  from  his 
watch-pod  for  one  half  hour  when  I  was 
admitted.  This  half-hour  the  gardener 
has  made  nearly  an  hour.  I  never 
would  have  come  amongft  you,  if  I  had 
foreieen  all  this.  Dr.  Middleton  truftecl 
me,  and  now  he  will  repent  of  his  con- 
fidence in  me/' 

"  De  Grey,"  cried  Archer,  with  ener- 
gy, "  he  (hall  not  repent  of  his  confi- 
dence in  you ;  nor  fhall  you  repent  of 
coming  amongft  us;  you  mall  find,  that 
we  have  fome  honour  as  well  as  your- 
felt ;  and  I  will  take  care  of  your  honour, 
as  if  it  were  my  own  I'9 

"  Hey-day  !"    interrupted    Townf- 
end,  "  are  heroes  allowed  to  change  fides, 
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pray  ?  And  does  the  chief  of  the  Archers, 
fland  talking  fentiment  to  the  chief  of  the 
Greybeards  ?  In  the  middle  of  his  own. 
party  too !" 

"  Party  !"  repeated  Archer,  difdain- 
fully,  "  I  have  done  with  parties  !  I 
fee  what  parties  are  made  of.  I  have 
felt  the  want  of  a  friend,  and  I  am  de- 
termined to  make  one,  if  I  can." 

"That  you  may  do,"  faid  De  Grey, 
lire tching  out  his  hand. 

"  Unbar  the  doors  !  unbar  the  win- 
dows ! — Away  with  all  thefe  things  ! — 
I  give  up  for  De  Grey's  fake  ;  he  (hall 
not  lofe  his  credit  on  my  account." 

"  No,"  faid  De  Grey,  "you  (hall  net 
give  up  for  my  fake." 

"  Well  then,  I'll  give  up  to  do  what 
is  honourable"  faid  Archer. 

"  Why  not  to  do  what  is  reafonable  ?" 
faidDe  Grey. 

"  Reafonable  /"  O,  the  firft  thing 
that  a  man  of  fpirit  (hould  think  of  is>. 
what  is  honourable? 
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"  But  how  will  he  find  out  what  is 
honourable,  unlefs  he  can  reafon  ?" 

"  O,"  faid  Archer, .  "  his  own  feel- 
ings  always  tell  him  what  is  honourable." 

"  Have  not  your  feelings  changed 
within  thefe  few  hours.' ' 

"  Yes,- with  circurnftances ;  but  right 
or  wrong,  as  long  as  I  think  it  honour- 
able to  do  fo  and  fo,  I'm  fatisfied." 

"  But  you  cannot  think  any  thing 
honourable,  or  the  contrary,  without 
reafoning  ;  and  as  to  what  you  call 
feeling,  it's  only  a  quick  fort  of  reafon- 


" The  quicker  the  better/'  faid  Ar- 
cher. 

"  Perhaps  not,"  faid  De  Grey,  "  we 
are  apt  to  reafon  beft,  when  we  are  not 
in  quite  fo  great  a  hurry." 

"  But,"  faid  Archer,  "  we  have  not 
always  time  enough  to  reafon  atfirft" 

"  You  muft,  however,  acknowledge," 
replied  De  Grey,  Gulling,  <£  that  no  man 
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but  a  fool  thinks  it  honourable  to  be  in 
the  wrong  at  lajl.  Is  it  not,  therefore, 
bed  to  begin  by  reafoning  to  find  out 
the  right  atfirfi  ?"  / 

"  Tobefure." 

u  And  did  you  reafon  with  yourfelf 
at  firft  ?  And  did  you  find  out  that  it 
was  right,  to  bar  Dr.  Middleton  out  of 
his  own  fchool-room,  becaufe  he  defired 
you  not  to  go  into  one  of  his  own 
houfes  r" 

"  No  ;  but  I  (hould  never  have 
thought  of  heading  a  Barring  out,  if  he 
had  not  (hewn  partiality  ;  and  if  you' 
had  flown  into  a  paffion  with  me  open- 
ly, at  once,  for  pulling  down  yourfcene- 
ry,  which  would  have  been  quite  natu- 
ral, and  not  have  gone  ilily  and  forbid 
us  the  houfe,  out  of  revenge,  there- 
would  have  been  none  of  this  work." 

"Why,"  faid  De  Grey,  "  (hould  you 
fufpect  me  offucha  mean  action,  when' 
you  have  never  feen  or  known  me  do 
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any  thins:  mean,  and  when  in  this  in- 
ftance  you  have  no  proofs." 

"Will  you  give  e  your  word  and 
honour  now,  De  Grey,  before  every  bo- 
dy here,  that  you  did  not  do  what  1 
fufpected  r" 

"  I  do  affur^  you,  upon  my  honour, 
1  never,  diredhy  or  indirecily,  fpoke  to 
Dr.  Middleton  about  the  play-houfe." 

"  Then,"  faid  Archer,  «  I'm  as  glad 
as  if  I  had  found  a  thoufand  pounds  ! — 
Now  you  are  my  friend,  indeed." 

"  And  Dr.  Middleton— why  fhould 
you  fufpect.  him  without  reaibn,  any 
mere  than  me  ?" 

"  As  to  that,"  faid  Archer,  "  he  is 
your  friend,  and  you  are  fight  to  defend 
him  ;  and  I  won't  fay  another  word 
-againfthim — will  that  fatisfy  you  ?" 

"  Not  quite." 

<e  Not  quite  ! — Then,  indeed,  you 
are  unreafonable  !" 

"  No ;  for  I  don't  wifti  you  to  yield 
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-out  of  friendfhip  to  me,  any  more  than 
to  honour.  If  you  yield  to  reafon,  you 
will  be  governed  by  reafon  another 
time." 

"  Well ;  but  then  don't  triumph  over 
me,  becaufe  you  have  the  bed  ficle  of 
the  argument." 

"  Not  I  '.—-how  can  I  r"  faid  De 
Grey  ;  "  for  now  you  are  on  the  be  ft  Jide 
as  well  as  myfclf,  are  not  you  ?  So  we 
may  triumph  together." 

"  You  are  a  good  friend  !"  faid  Ar- 
cher, and  with  great  eagernefs  he  pulled 
dov;n  the  fortifications,  whilft  very 
hand  aflifted.  The  room  was  reftored 
to  order  ii>  a  few  minutes;  the  (hutters 
\vere  thrown  open,  the  cheerful  light  let 
in.  The  windows  were  thrown  up,  ;md 
the  firft  f^el'ng  of  the  frefn  air  was  de- 
lightful. The  green  play -ground  ap- 
peared before  them,  and  the  hopes  of  ex- 
srcife  and  liberty  brightened  the  coun- 
tenances of  thefe  voluntary  priibners. 
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But,  alas!  they  were  not  yet  at  li- 
berty !  the  idea  of  Dr.  Middleton,  and 
the  dread  of  his  vengeance,  fmote  their 
hearts!  When  the  rebels  had  fent  an 
ambafTador  with  their  furrender,  they 
flood  in  pale  and  filent  fufpenfe,  wait- 
ing for  their  doom. — "  Ah  "I"  faid 
Fifher,  looking  up  at  the  broken  panes 
in  the  windows,  "  the  dodtor  will  think 
the  mod  of  that — he'll  never  forgive  us 
for  that." 

"  Hufh  !  here  he  comes  !"— His 
fteady  flep  was  heard  approaching  near- 
er and  nearer  !  Archer  threw  open  the 
door,  and  Dr.  Middleton  entered. — 
Fifher  inflantly  fell  on  his  knees. 

"  It  is  no  delight  to  me  to  fee  people 
on  their  knees;  ftand  up,  Mr.  Fifher. 
-•I -hope  you  all  are  confcious,  that  you 
have  done  wrong  •?" 

"  Sir,"  faid  Archer,  "  they  are  con- 
fcious, that  they  have  done  wrong,  and 
ib  am  I.  I  am  the  ringleader — puniQi  - 
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me  as  you  think  proper— I  iu  bruit.  Your 
pun ifh merits— your  vengeaace  .ought  t-j 
fall  on  me  alone." 

«  Sir,"  faid  Dr.  Middleton,  calmly, 
"  I  perceive,  that  whatever  elfe  you  may 
have  learned  in  the  courfe  of  your  edu- 
cation, you  have  not  been  taught  the 
meaning  of  the  word  punilhnnent.  Pu- 
niihment  and  vengeance  do  not,  with 
us,  mean  the  fame  thing.  Pumjfimait 
is  pain  given,  with  the  reafonable  hope-of 
preventing  thofe,  on  whom  it  is  inflicted, 
from  doing,  in  future,  what  will  hurt 
themfelves  or  others.  Vengeance  never 
looks  to  the  future,-,  but  is  the  expref- 
•fion  of  anger  for  an  injury  that  is  paft. 
J  feel  no  anger — you  have  done  me  no 
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e  many  of  the  little  boys  looked 
timidly  up  at  the  windows. 

"  Yes  ;  I  fee  that  you  have  broken 
my  windows;  that  is  a  fmall  evil." 

"  O,  fir  !   how   good  ! — how  merci- 
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fill  !"  exclaimed  thofe   who  had  been 
mofl  panic-flruck — "  he  forgives  us  !" 

"  Stay,'*  refumed  Dr.  Middleton,  "  I 
cannot  forgive  you — I  (hall  never  re- 
venge, but  it  is  my  duty  to  punifh. — 
You  have  rebelled  againft  the  juft  au- 
thority, which  is  neceffary  to  conduct 
and  govern  you,  whilft  you  have  not  fuf- 
ficient  reafon  to  govern  and  conducl; 
yourfelves. — Without  obedience  to  your 
mafter,  as  children,  you  cannot  be  edu- 
cated. Without  obedience  to  the  laws," 
added  he,  turning  to  Archer,  "as  men, 
you  cannot  be  fuffered  in  fociety. — You, 
fir,  think  yourfelfa  man,  I  obferve;  and 
you  think  it  the  part  of  a  man,  not  to 
fubmit  to  the  will  of  another.  I  have 
no  pleafure  in  making  others,  whether 
men  or  children,  fubmit  to  my  will-,  but 
my  reafon  and  experience  are  fuperior 
to  yours — your  parents  at  lead  think  fo, 
or  they  would  not  have  entrufled  me 
with  the  care  of  your  education.  As 
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long  as  they  do  entrufl  you  to  my  care, 
and  as  long  as  I  have  any  hopes  of  mak- 
ing you  wifer  and  better  by  punim- 
ment,  I  mail  fleadily  inflict  it,  when- 
ever I  judge  it  to  be  necefTary,  and  1 
judge  it  to  be  neceffary  notv.  This  is  a 
long  fermon,  Mr.  Archer,  not  preached 
-to  ihew  my  own  eloquence,  but  to  con- 
vince your  underftanding.  Now,  as  to 
your  punimment  !" 

(f  Name  it,  fir,"  faid  Archer;  "what- 
ever it  is,  I  will  cheerfully  fubmit  to 
it." 

"  Name  it  yourfelf,"  faid  Dr.  Mid- 
dleton,  "  and  mew  me,  that  you  now 
underftand  the  nature  of  punimment." 

Archer,  proud  to  be  treated  like  a 
reafonable  creature,  and  ferry  that  he 
had  behaved  like  a  foolifh  fchool-bov, 
was  filent  for  fome  time,  but  at  length 
replied,  "  That  he  would  rather  not 
name  his  own  punifliment."  He  re- 
peated, however,  that  he  "  truftcd  he 
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ftould  bear  it  well,  whatever  it  might 
be." 

«  I  (hall  then,"  faid  Dr.  Middle- 
ton,  "  deprive  you,  for  two  months, 
of  pocket  money,  as  you  have  had 
too  much,  and  have  made  a  bad  uft 
Of  it." 

"  Sir,"  faid  .Archer,  «  I  brought 
five  guineas  with  me  to  fchool — this 
guinea  is  all  that  I  have  left." 

Dr.  Middleton  received  the  guinea 
which  Archer  offered  him,  with  a  look 
of  approbation;  and  told  him  that  it 
fhould  be  applied  to  the  repairs  of  the 
fchool-room.  The  reft  of  the  boys 
waited  in  fi fence  for  the  doctor's  fen- 
tence  againft  them;  but  not  with  thofe 
looks  of  abject  fear,  with  which  boys 
ufually  expect  the  fentence  of  a  fchool- 
mafter. 

"  You  fhall  return  from  the  play- 
ground, all  of  you,"  faid  Dr.  Middle- 
ton,  "  one  quarter  of  an  hour  fooner 
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for  two  months  to  corqe,  than  the 
reft  of  your  companions.  A  bell  fhall 
ring  at  the  appointed  time.  I  give 
you  an  opportunity  of  recovering  my 
confidence  by  your  punctuality." 

"  O,  fir,  we  will  come  the  inftant, 
the  very  inftant  the  bell  rings — you  (hall 
Lave  confidence  in  us,"  cried  they 
eagerly. 

"  I  deferve  your  confidence,  I  hope," 
faicl  Dr.  Middleton,  "  for  it  is  my  firft 
wifn,  to  make  you  all  happy. — You  do 
not  know  the  pain,  that  it  has  coft  me, 
to  deprive  you  of  food  for  fo  many 
hours." 

Here  the  boys,  with  one  accord,  ran 
to  the  place  where  they  had  depofited 
their  laft  fupplie5. — Archer  delivered 
them  up  to  the  doctor,  proud  to  (hew, 
that  they  were  not  reduced  to  obedience 
merely  by  neceiTuy. 

"  The  reafon,"  refumed  Dr.  Mid- 
dleton, having  now  returned  to  the 
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ufual  benignity  of  his  manner, — "  The 
reafon  why  I  defired,  that  none  of  you 
(hould  go  to  that  building,  (pointing 
out  of  the  window)  was  this:  I  had 
been  informed,  that  a  gang  of  gipfies 
had  flept  there  the  night  before  I  fpoke 
to  you,  one  of  whom  was  dangerously 
ill  of  a  putrid  fever.  I  did  not  choofe 
to  mention  my  reafon  to  you  at  that 
time,  for  fear  of  alarming  you  or  your 
friends.  I  have  had  the  place  clean- 
ed, and  you  may  return  to  it  when 
you  pleafe.  The  gipfies  were  yefterday 
removed  from  the  town." 

"  De  Grey,  you  were  in  the  right," 
whifpered  Archer,  "  and  it  was  I,  that 
was  unjnjl" 

"  The  old  woman,"  continued  the 
doctor,  "  whom  you  employed  to  buy 
food,  has  efcaped  the  fever,  but  (he 
has  not  efcaped  a  gaol,  whither  Die  was 
fent  yeflerday,  for  having  defrauded  you 
of  your  money.'* 
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"  Mr.  Fiiher,"  faid  Dodor  Middle- 
ton,  "  as  to  you,  I  iliall  not  punifh 
you ! — I  have  no  hope  of  making  you 
either  wifer  or  better. — Do  you  know 
this  paper?" 

The  paper  appeared  to  be  a  bill  for 
candles  and  a  tinder-box. 

"  I  defired  him  to  buy  thofe  things,, 
fir,"  faid  Archer,  colouring. 

"  And  did  you  defire  him  not.  to  pay 
for  them?" 

"  No,"  faid  Archer,  «  he  had  half  a 
crown  on  purpofe  to  pay  for  them." 

"  I  know  he  had;  but  he   chofe    to 
apply   it  to  his  own  private  ufe,    and 
gave    it    to  the    gipfy,    to  buy  twelve 
buns  for    his  own  eating.     To  obtain 
credit   for  the   tinder-box   and    candle, 
he  made  ufe    of  this    name,"  faid  he, . 
turning  to  the  other  fide  of  the  bill,  and 
pointing  to  De  Grey's  name,  which  was 
written  at  the  end  of  a  copy  of  one  of. 
De  Grey's  exercifes. 
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"  I  aflure  you,  fir,"  cried  Archer 

"  You  need  no-t  affure  me,  fir,"  faid 
£)r.  Middleton,  "  I  cannot  fufpedt  a 
boy  of  your  temper  of  having  any 
part  in  fo  bafe  an  aclion. — When  the 
people  in  the  (hop  refufed  to  let  Mr. 
Fifher  have  the  things  without  paying 
for  them,  he  made  ufe  of  De  Grey's 
name,  who  was  known  there.  Suf- 
pectirtg  forne  mifchief,  however,  from 
the  purchafe  of  the  tinder-box,  the 
fhopkeeper  informed  me  of  the  cir- 
cumftance.  Nothing  in  this  whole  bu- 
iinefs  gave  me  halffo  much  pain,  as 
I  felt  for  a  moment,  when  I  fufpect- 
ed,  that  De  Grey  was  concerned  in  it." 

A  loud  cry,  in  which  Archer's  voice 
was  heard  moft  diftindly,  declared 
De  Grey's  innocence.  Dr.  Middle- 
ton  looked  round  at  their  eager,  honed 
faces,  with  benevolent  approbation. 

"  Archer,"    laid  he,  taking   him  by 
the  hand,  "  I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee, 
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that  you  have  gotten  the  better  of  your 
party-fpirit — I  wiQi  you  may  keep  fuch 
a  friend,  as  you  have  now  befide  you. — 
One  fuch  friend  is  worth  two  fuch 
parties. 

"  As  for  you,  Mr.  Fiflier — depart — 
you  mud  never  return  hither  again." 

In  vain  he  folicited  Archer  and 
De  Grey  to  intercede  for  him.  Every 
body  turned  away  with  contempt,  and 
lie  fneaked  out,  whimpering  in  a  dole- 
ful voice — "  What  (hall  I  fay  to  my 
aunt  Barbara?" 


Extract  from  the  Courier >  May,  1799. 
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YESTERDAY  this  triennial  ceremony  took 
place,  with  which  the  public  are  too  well  ac- 
quainted, to  require  a  particular  defcription. 
A  collection,  called  Salt,  is  taken  from  the  pub- 
lic, which  forms  a  purfe,  to  fupport  the  Cap- 
tain of  the  School  in  his  ftudies  at  Cambridge. 
This  collection  is  made  by  the  fcholars,  drefTed 
in  fancy  drefies,  all  round  the  country. 

"  At  eleven  o'clock,  the  youths  being  afTem- 
bled  in  their  habiliments  at  the  College,  the 
Royal  Family  fet  off  from  the  Cafrle  to  fee  them, 
and,  after  walking  round  the  Court  Yard,  they 
proceeded  to  Salt  Kill  in  the  following  Or- 
der :— 

"  His  Majefty,  his  Royal  Highnefs'the  Prince 
of  Wales,  and  the  Earl  of  Uxbridge. 

"  Their  Royal  Highneffes  the  Dukes  of  Kent 
and  Cumberland,  Earl  Morton,  and  General 
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Gwynne,  all  on  horfeback,  drefled  in  the  Wind-' 
for  uniform,  except  the  Prince  of  Waks,  who 
wore  a  fuit  of  dark  blue,  and  a  brown  furtout 
over. 

"  Then  followed  the  Scholars,  preceded  by 
the  Marefchal  Serjeants,  the  Muficians  of  the 
StafFordfnire  Band,  and  Mr.  Ford,  Captain  of 
the  Seminary,  the  Serjeant  Major,  Serjeants, 
Colonels,  Corporals,  Muficians,  Knfign,  Lieu- 
tenant, Steward,  Salt  Bearers,  Polemen,  and 
Runners. 

"  The  cavalcade  being  brought  up  by  her 
Majefty  and  her  amiable  daughters  in  two  car- 
riages, and  a  numerous  company  of  equeftrians 
and  pedeilrians,  all  eager  to  behold  their  Sove- 
reign and  his  family.  Among  tre  former,  Lady 
Lade  was  foremoft  in  the  throng  ;  only  two 
others  dared  venture  their  perfons  on  horfeback 
in  fuch  a  multitude. 

"  The  King  and  Royal  Family  were  flopped 
on  Eton  Bridge  by  Meifrs.  Yonge  and  Mansfield, 
the  Sal: -bearers,  to  whom  their  Majefties  de- 
livered their  cuftomary  donation  of  fifty  gui- 
neas each. 

"  At  Salt  Hill,  His  Majerty,  with  his  ufual 
affability,  took  upon  himfelf  to  arrange  the  pro- 
celHon  round  the  Royal  carriages ;  and  even 
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%vhen  the  horfes  were  taken  off,  with  the  afiift- 
ance  of  the  Duke  of  Kent  fattened  the  traces 
.round  the  pole  of  the  coaches,  to  prevent  any 
inconvenience. 

"  An  exceHing  heavy  fhcwer  cf  rain  coming 

on,    the   Prince   took    leave,  and   went  to  the 

Windmill  Inn,  til!  it  fubfided.     The  King  and 

his   attendants  weathered  it  out  i*  their  great 

.  coats. 

"  After  the  young  -geisrfettien  had  walked 
round  the  carriages,  Ermgn  Viace,-and  the  Salt 
Bearers,  proceeded  to  the  fummit  cf  the  Hill, 
but  the  wind  being  boifterous,  he  could  not  ex- 
hibit his  dextcrhy  in  difplaying  his  flag,  and 
the  fpace  being  too  fmnli  -before  the  carriages, 
from  the.concoarfeol  (p^&atcrs,  the  King  kindly 
acquiefced  in  not  having  it  difpUyed  under  fuch 
inconveniences. 

"Their  Majefties  and  tlie  Princ?(Tes  then  re- 
turned home,  the  King  c-:  y  flopping 
to  converfe  \vith  the  Dean  of  Windfor,  the 
Earl  of  Harrington,  and  other  Noblemen. 

"  The  Scholars  partook  of  an  elegant  dinner 
at  the  Windmill  Inn,  and  in  the  evening  walk- 
ed on  Windfor  Terrace. 

"  Their  Royal  Highnefles  the  Prince  of  Wales 
and  Du!i3  of  Cumberland,  after  taking  leave 
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of  their  Majefties,  fet  off  for  town,  and  honoured 
the  Opera  Houfe  with  their  prefence  in  the 
evening. 

"  The  profit  arifmg  from  the  Salt  collected, 
according  to  account,  amounted  to  above  8ool. 

"  The  Stadtholder,  the  Duke  of  Gordon,  Lord 
and  Lady  Melbourne,  Vifcount  Brome,  and  a 
numerous  train  of  famionable  Nobility,  were 
prefent. 

"  The  following  is  an  account  of  the  drefTes, 
made  as  ufual  very  handfomely  by  Mrs. 
Snow,  milliner,  of  Windfor  : 

*-Mr.  Ford,  Captain,  with  eight  Gentlemen  to  attend  him 

as  fervitors. 

"  Mr.  Sergeant,  Marfhal. 

"Mr.  Bradrith,  Colonel. 

"Mr.  Plumtree,  Lieutenant. 

"  Mr.  Vince,  Enfign. 

"Mr.  Young,  College  Salt  Bearer  ;  white  and  gold  dreisr 

rich  fat  in  bag,  covered  "with  gold  netting. 
"  Mr.  Mansfield,  Oppident,  white,  purple,  and  orange  drefs, 

trimmed  with  filver,  rich  fatin  bag,  purple  and  filver; 

each  carrying  elegant  poles,  witli  gold  and  filver  cord. 

"  Mr.  Keity,  yellow  and  black  velvet,  helmet  ti  immcd  w  ith 
filver. 
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•"•Mr.  Bartelot,  plaid  mantle  and  fandals,  Scotch  bonnet,  a 
very  Douglas. 

"  Mr.  Knapp,  flefh-colour  and  blue  ;    Spanifh   hat   and 
featl>ers. 

"  Mr.  Ripley,  rofe-colour  ;  helmet. 

"  Mr  LQip  (being  in  mourning),  a  fcarf ;  helmet,  black  vel- 
vet, and  white  fatin. 

"Mr.  Tomkins,  violet  and  filver;  helmet. 
"  Mr.  Thackery,  lilac  and  filver ;  Roman  cap. 
"  Mr.  Drury.  Mazarin  blue  ;  fancy  cap. 

"  Mr.  Davis,  fiate-colour  and  ftraw. 
•"'  Mr.  Routli.  pink  andfiiver ;  Spanifh  Iiat. 
"  Mr.  Curtis,  purple  ;  fancy  c:.p. 
"  Mr.  Lloyd,  blue  ;  ditto. 

•**  At  theconclufion  of  the  ceremony,  the  Royal 
-family  returned  to  Windfor,  and  the  boys  were 
all  fumptuoufly  entertained  at  the  tavern,  at 
Salt  Hill.  About  fix  in  the  evening  all  the  boys 
returned  in  the  order  of  procefHon,  and,  march- 
ing round  the  great  fquare  at  Eton,  were  dif- 
miffed.  The  Captain  then  paid  his  refpefts  to 
the  Royal  Family,  at  the  Queen's  Lodge,  Wind- 
for, previous  to  his  departure  for  King's  College, 
Cambridge,  to  defray  which  expenfe  the  pro- 
duce cf  the  Mcntcrn  was  prefented  to  him. 
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'«  The  day  concluded  by  a  brilliant  promen- 
ade of  beauty,  rank  and  fafliion,  on  Windfor 
Terrace,  enlivened  by  the  performance  of  feve- 
ral  bands  of  nvjfic. 

f(  The  origin  of  the  proceffion  is  from  the  cuf- 
tomby  which  the  M^noi  was  held. 

"  The  cuftom  of  hunting  the  Ram  belonged 
to  Eton  College,  as  well  as  the  cuftom  of  Salt, 
but  it  was  difcontinued  by  Dr.  Cook,  late 
Dean  of  Ely.  Now  this  cuftom  we  know  to 
have  been  entered  on  the  regifter  of  the  Royal 
Abbey  of  Bee,  in  Normandy,  as  one  belonging 
to  the  Manor  of  Eaft  or  Great  Wrotham,  in  Nor- 
folk, given  by  Ralph  De  Toni  to  the  Abbey  of 
Bee,  and  was  as  follows  : — "  When  the  harveft 
was  finifhed,  the  tenants  were  to  have  half  an 
acre  of  barley,  and  a  ram  let  loofe,  and  if  they 
caught  him,  he  was  their  own  to  make  merry 
with,  but  if  he  efcaped  from  them,  he  was  the 
Lord's.  The  Etonians,  in  order  to  fecure  the 
Ram,  houghed  him  in  the  Irifh  fafhion,  and 
then  attacked  him  with  great  clubs.  The  cruel- 
ty of  this  proceeding  brought  it  into  difufe,  and 
now  it  exiils  no  longer. — (See  the  Regifter  of  the 
Rcyal  Abbzy  of  Be  c.  folio  58.) 

"  After  the  difiblution  of  the  alien  priories, 
in  1414.,  by  the  Parliament -of  Leicffter,  they 
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remained  in  the  Crown  till  Henry  VI,  who  gave 
Wrotham  Manor  to  Eton  College;  and  if  the 
Eton  Fellows  would  fearch,  they  would  perhaps 
find  the  Manor  in  their  pofleflion,  that  was 
held  by  the  cuflom  of  Salt." 
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MEN. 

Alderman  Burfal,  Father  of  young  Burfal. 
Lord  John,          -v 

Talbot,  I   young  Gentlemen   of  Eton, 

Wheeler,  \     ffom        tQ        years  of  age> 

Burfal,  i 

Rory  O'Ryan,     J 

Mr,  Newington,  Landlord  of  the  Inn  at  Salt  Hill. 

Farmer  Hearty* 

A  Waiter — and  Crowd  of  Eton  Lads. 

WOMEN. 

The  Marchionefs  of  Piercefield,  Mother  of  Lord 

John. 
Lady  Violetta — her  Daughter — a  Child  of  fix  or 

feven  years  old. 
Mrs.  Talbot. 

Louifa  Talbot,  her  Daughter. 
Mifs  Burfal,  Daughter  of  the  Alderman. 
Mrs.  Newington,  Landlady  of  the  Inn  at  Salt  Hill. 
Sally,  a  Chambermaid. 
Patty,  a  Country  Girl. 
Pipe  and  Tabor,  and  Dance  of  Peafants. 
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SCENE    I. 

The  Ear  of  the  Windmill  Inn,  at  Salt  Hill. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.   Newington,   the   Landlord  and 
Landlady. 

Landlady.  '  1  IS  an  unpoflibility,  Mr, 
Newington,  and  that's  enough.  Say  no 
more  about  it  ;  'tis  an  unpoflibility  in 
the  natur  of  things.  (She  ranges  jel- 
lies, Kc.  in  the  Bar.}  And  pray,  do 
take  your  great  old  fafliioned  tankard, 
Mr.  Newington,  from  among  my  jellies 
and  confedtionaries. 

Landlord,  (takes    his   tankard    and 
drinks)    Any  thing  for  a  quiet  life.    If 
it  is  an  unpoflibility,  I've  no  more  to 
fay  ;  only,  for  the  foul  of  me,  I  can't 
fee  the  great  unpoflibility,  wife. 
•   Landlady.    Wife,   indeed  !- — Wife  I 
— wife  !— wife  every  minute. 
H  2 
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Landlord.  Hey  day  !  Why,  what  a 
plague  would  you  have  me  call  you  ? 
The  other  day  you  quarrelled  with  me 
for  calling  you  Mrs.  Landlady. 

Landlady.  To  be  fure  I  did,  and 
very  proper  in  me  I  Ihould.  I've  turn- 
ed off  three  waiters  and  five  chamber- 
maids already,  for  fcreaming  after  me 
Mrs.  Landlady  !  Mrs.  Landlady  /But 
'tis  all  your  ill  manners. 

Landlord.  Ill  manners  !  Why,  if  I 
may  be  fo  bold,  if  you  are  not  Mrs. 
Landlady,  in  the  name  of  wonder  what 
are  you  ? 

Landlady.  Mrs.  Newington,  Mr. 
New  ing  ton. 

Landlord,  (drinks]  Mrs.  Newington, 
Mr.  Newington  drinks  your  health  ; 
for,  I  fuppoie,  I  muft  not  be  landlord 
no  more  in  my  own.  houfe.  (/hrugs) 

Landlady.  O,  as  to  that,  I  have  no 
objections  nor  impediments  to  your 
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being  called  Landlord :  you  look  it  and 
become  it — very  proper. 

Landlord.  Why,  yes,  thank.  God 
and  my  tankard,  I  do  look  it,  and  be- 
come it,  and  am  nowife  afhamed  of  it  : 
but  every  one  to  their  mind,  as  you, 
wife,  don't  fancy  the  being  called  Mrs. 
Landlady. 

Landlady.  To  be  fu re  I  don't.  Why, 
when  folks  hear  the  old-fafhioned  cry  of 
Mrs.  Landlady  !  Mrs.  Landlady  !  what 
do  they  expect,  think  you,  to  fee,  but 
an  overgrown,  fat,  feather-bed  of  a  wo- 
man, coming  waddling  along  with  her 
thumbs  flicking  on  each  fide  of  her  apron, 
o'  this  fafhion  ?  Now,  to  fee  me  com- 
ing, nobody  would  take  me  to  be  a 
landlady  ! 

Landlord.  Very  true,  indeed,  wife  — 
Mrs.  Newington,  I  mean — I  aik  pardon  ; 
— but  now  to  go  on  with  what  we  were 
faying  about  the  unpofTibility  of  letting 
that  old  .lady  and  the  civll-fpoken-  young 
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lady  there  above,  have  them  there  rooms 
for  another  day. 

Landlady.  Now,  Mr.  Newington, 
let  me  hear  no  more  about  that  old  gen- 
tlewoman, and  that  civil-fpoken  young 
lady.  Fair  words  coil  nothing;  and  I've 
a  notion  that's  the  caufe  they  are  fo 
plenty  with  the  young  lady.  Neither 
o'  them,  I  take  it,  by  what  they've  or- 
dered lince  their  coming  into  the  houfe, 
are  fuch  grand  folk,  that  one  need  be  fo 
pttticlar  about  them. 

Landlord.  Why,  they  came  only  in 
a  chaife  and  pair,  to  be  fure  ->  I  can't 
deny  that. 

Landlady.  But,  blefs  my  ftars  !  what 
fjgnifies  talking  ?  Don't  you  know,  as 
well  as  I  do,  Mr.  Newington,  that  to- 
morrow is  Eton  Montem  ;  and  that  if 
we  had  twenty  times  as  many  rooms, 
and  as  many  more  to  the  back  of  them, 
it  would  not  be  one  too  many  for  all  the 
company  we've  a  right  to  expect,  and 
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tbofe  the  higheft  quality  o'  the  laad.. 
Nay,  what  do  I  talk  of  to-morrow  ;  isn't 
my  Lady  Piercefield  and  fuite  expected  ? 
and  moreover,  Mr.  and  Mifs  Burial's  to 
be  here,  and  will  call  for  as  much  in  an 
hour  as  your  civil-fpoken  young  lady  in 
a  twelvemonth,  I  reckon.  So,  Mr. 
Newington,  if  you  do'nt  think  proper 
to  go  up,  and  inform  the  ladies  above, 
that  the  Dolphin  rooms  are  not  fof 
them,  I  muft.  fpeak  myfelf,  though  'tis 
a  thing  I  never  do  when  I  can  help  it. 

Landlord,  (afide)  She  not  like  to 
fpeak  !  (Aloud]  My  dear,  you  can- 
fpeak  a  power  better  than  I  can  :  fo 
take  it  all  upon  yourfeif,  if  you  pbafc  : 
for,  old-falhioned  as  I  and  my  tankard 
here  be,  I  can't  make  a  fpeech  that  bor- 
ders on  the  uncivil  order  to  a  lady,,  like, 
for  the  life  and  lungs  of  me.  So,  ifi  the 
name  of  goodnefs,  do  you  go  up,  Mrs. 
Nevnngron. 

H4 
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Landlady.  And  fo  I  will,  Mr.  New- 
ington.  Help  ye  !  Civilities  and  rari- 
ties are  out  o'  feafon  for  them  that  can't 
pay  for  them  in  this  world,  and  very 
proper.  [Exit  Landlady. 

Landlord.  And  very  proper  !  Ha  I 
who  comes  yonder  ?  The  Eton  chap, 
who  wheedled  me  into  lending  him  my 
beft  hunter  lad  year,  and  was  the  ruin- 
ation of  him :  but  that  muft  be  paid 
for,  wheedle  or  no  wheedle  ;  and,  for 
the  matter  of  wheedling,  I'd  flake  this 
here  Mr.  Wheeler,  that  is  making  up 
to  me,  do  you  fee,  againft  e'er  a 
boy,  man,  or  hobbledehoy,  in  all  Eton, 
London,  or  Chriftendom,  let  the  other 
be  who  he  will. 

Enter  Wheeler. 

Wheel.  A  fine  day,  Mr.  Newington. 

.    Landlord.  A  fine  day,  Mr.  Wheeler. 

Wheel.  And  I  hope,  for  your  fake, 

W  may  have  as  fine  a  day  for  the  Mon- 

tern  to-morrow.    It  will  be  a  pretty  pen- 
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ny  in  your  pocket  !  Why,  all  the  world 
will  be  here  ;  and  {looking  round  at  the 
jetties,  &V.)  fo  much  the  better  for 
them ;  for  here  are  good  things  enough, 
and  enough  for  them.  And  here's  the 
bell  thing  of  all,  the  good  old  tankard 
flill  :  not  empty,  I  hope. 

Landlord.  Not  empty,  I  hope.  Here's 
to  you,  Mr.  Wheeler. 

Wheel.  Mr.  Wheeler  \-Captain 
Wheeler,  if  you  pleafe. 

Landlord.  You  Captain  Wheeler  ! 
—Why,  I  thought  in  former  times  it 
was  always  the  oldeft  fcholar  at  Eton, 
that  was  caj>tain  at  the  Montems ;  and 
didn't  Mr.  Talbot  come  afore  you  ? 

Wheel.  Not  at  all ;.  we  came  on  the 
fame  day — fome  fay  I  came  firft — fome 
fay  Talbot ;  fo  the  choice  of  which  of 
us  two  is  to  be  captain,  is  to  be  put  to. 
the  vote  amongft  the  lads — mod  votes 
carry  it  -,  and  I  have  mod  votes,  I  fan- 
cy ;  fo  I  (hall  be  captain  to-morrow  , 
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and  a  devilifh  deal  of  falt*9  I  reckon, 
I  (hall  pocket.  Why,  the  collection  at 
the  lafl  Montem,  they  fay,  came  to  a 
plump  thoufand  !  No  bad  thing  for  a 
young  fellow  to  fet  out  with  for  Ox- 
ford or  Cambridge — Hey  ! 

Landlord.  And  no  bad  thing,  before 
he  fets  out  for  Cambridge  or  Oxford, 
'twould  be  for  a  young  gentleman  to 
pay  his  debts. 

Wheel.  Debts  I  O,  time  enough  for 
that.  I've  a  little  account  with  you  for 
horfes,  I  know  ; — but  that's  between 
you  and  I,  you  know — mum, 

Landlord.  Mum  me  no  mums,  Mr. 
Wheeler.  Between  you  and  I,  my  beft 
hunter  has  been  ruinationed  j  and  I 
can't  afford  to  be  mum.  So  you'll  take 
no  offence  if  I  fpeak  ,  and  as  you'll  fet 
off  to-morrow  as  foon  as  the  Montem's 

*  Salt,  the  cant  name  given  by  Eton  lads  to 
the  money  colle&ed  at  Montem. 
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over,  you'll  be  pleafed  to  fettle  it  with 
me  Ibme  way  or  other  to-day,  as  we've 
no  other  time. 

Wheeler.  No  time  fq  proper,  cer- 
tainly. Where's  the  little  account  ? — 
I  have  money  fent  me  for  my  Montem 
drefs,  and  I  can  fqueeze  that  much  out 
of  it.  -  I  came  over  from  Eton  on  pur*- 
pofe  to  fettle  with  you. — But  as  to  the 
hunter,  you  muft  call  upon  Talbot — 
do  you  underftand — to  pay  for  him  r. 
for,  though  Talbot  and  I  had  him  the 
fame  day,  'twas  Talbot  did  for  him,  and 
Talbot  muft  pay.  I  fpoke  to  him 
about  it,  and  charged  him  to  remember 
you  ;  for  I  never  forget  to  fpeak  a  good 
word  for  my  friends. 

Landlord.  So  I  perceive. 

Wheel.  I'll  make  bold  juft  to  give 
you  my  opinion  of  thefe  jellies,  whilfb 
you  are  getting  my  account,  Mr.  New- 
ington. 

[Fie fw allows  down  a  jelly  or  two — 
Landlord  is 
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Enter  Talbot. 

Talb.  Hollo,  landlord  !  where  are 
yon  making  off  fo  fad.  Here,  your 
jellies  are  all  going  as  faft-as  yourfelf. 

Wheder.  (afidc)  Taibot  !  I  wifh  I 
was  a  hundred  miles  off. 

Landlord.  You  are  heartily  welcome, 
Mr.  Talbot.  A  good  morning  to  you, 
Sir  :  I'm  glad  to  fee  you — very  glad  to 
fee  you,  Mr.  Talbot. 

Talb.  Then  (hake  hands,  my  honed 
landlord. 

[Talbot,  in  JJiaking  hands  with 
him,  puts  a  purfe  into  the  land- 
lord's hands. 

Landlord.   What's  here  !   Guineas  ! 
Talb.  The  hunter,  you  know  -,  fince 
Wheeler  won't  pay,  I  mud — that's  all. 
• — Good  morning. 

Wheel,  (afidt]  What  a  fool  ! 

[La?idlord,   as    Talbot   is  goi?ig, 
catches  hold  of  his  coat. 

Landlord.  Hold,  Mr.  Talbot  !  this 
won't  do. 
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Talb.  Won't  it  ?  Well,  then,  my 
watch  mud  go. 

Landlord,  Nay,  nay  !  hut  you  are 
in  fuch  a  curfecj  hurry  to  pay  ;  you 
won't  hear  a  man.  Half  this  is  enough 
for  your  (hare  o'  the  mifchief,  in  all 
conference.  Mr.  Wheeler,  there,  had 
the  horfe  on  the  fame  day. 

Wheel.   But  Burial's  my  witnefs —  '  % 

Talb.  O,  fey  no  more  about  wit- 
nefles  j  a  man's  confcience  is  always  kis 
bed  witnefs,  or  his  word. — 'Landlord, 
take  your  money  ;  and  no  more  words. 

Wheel.  This  is  very  genteel  -of  you, 
Talbot.   I  always  thought  you  would  do'' 
the  genteel  thing,  as  I  knew  you  to  ber 
fo  generous  and  confiderate. 

Talb,  Don't  wade  your  fine  fpeeches, 
Wheeler,  I  advife  you,  this  election  time,. 
Keep  them  for  Burial,  or  Lord  John,  01* 
-feme  of  thofe  who   like  them.     They 
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•won't  go  down  with  me.  Good  morn- 
ing to  you.  I  give  you  notice  I'm  going 
back  to  Eton  as  fail  as  I  can  gallop  ; 
.and  who  knows  what  plain  fpeaking 
may  do  with  the  Eton  lads  ?  I  may  be 
captain  yet,  Wheeler.  Have  a  care  ! 
Is  my  horfe  ready,  there  ? 

Landlord.  Mr.  Talbot's  horfe,  there  ! 
Mr.  Talbot's  horfe,  I  fay. 
Talbotjings. 

"  He  carries  weight — he  rides  a  race — 
"  'Tis  for  a  thoufand  pound  !" 

[Exit  Talbot. 

Wheel.  And,  dear  me  !  I  (hall  be 
left  behind.  A  horfe  for  me,  pray;  a 
iaorfe  for  Mr.  Wheeler. 

[Exit  Wheeler. 

Landlord,  (calls  very  loud)  Mr. 
Talbot's  horfe  !  Hang  the  hoftler  !  I'll 
&ddle  him  myfeif. 

[Exit  Landlord. 
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SCENE. 

A   Dining-room    in    the    Inn  at    Salt    Hill- 
Mrs.  Talbot  and  Louifa. 

Louifa.  (laughing]  With  what  an 
air  Mrs.  Landlady  made  her  exit  ! 

Mrs.  Tal.  When  I  was  young,  they 
fay  I  was  proud  ;  but  I  am  humble 
enough  now  :  thefe  petty  momficatupns 
<lo  not  vex  me, 

Louifa.  It  is  well  my  brother  was 
gone  before  Mrs.  Landlady  made  her 
entree  \  for  if  he  had  heard  her  rude 
fpecch,  he  would  have  given.her,  at  lead, 
the  retort  courteous. 

Mrs.  Tal.  Now,  tell  me  honeftly, 

my  Louifa You  were,  a  few  days 

ago,  at  Burfal  Houfe.  Since  you  have 
left  it,  and  have  felt  fomething  of  the  dif- 
ference, that  is  made  in  this  world  be- 
tween fplendour  and  no  fplendour,  have 
you  never  regretted,  that  you  did  not 
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flay  there,  and  that  you  did  not  bear 
more  patiently  with  Mifs  Burfai's  little 
.airs  ? 

Louifa.  Never  for  a  moment.  At 
fird  Mifs  Burfal  paid  me  a  vail  deal  of 
attention,  but,  for  what  reafon  I  know 
not,  me  fuddenly  changed  her  manner, 
grew  firfl  ilrangely  cold,  then  conde- 
fcendingly familiar,  and  at  laft  downright 
•-rujje.  I  could  not  guefs  the  caufe  of 
thefe  variations. 

Mrs.  Talb.  (a fide).  I  guefs  the  caufe 
too  well. 

Louifa.  But  as  I  perceived  the  lady 
was  out  of  tune,  I  was  in  halte  to  leave 
her.  I  fhould  make  a  very  bad,  and,  I 
am  fure,  a  very  miferable  toad-eater. 
I  had  much  rather,  if  I  were  obliged  to 
•choofe,  earn  my  own  bread,  than  live  as 
toad-eater  with  .any  body. 

Mrs.  Talb.  Fine  talking,  dear  Lou- 
ifa ! 

Louifa.  Don't  you  believe  me  to  be 
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m  earned,  mother  ?  To  be  fure, 
you  cannot  know  what  I  would  do,  un- 
lefs  I  were  put  to  the  trial. 

Mrs.  Tal.  Nor  you  either,  my  dear. 

[She  Jighs,  and  is  Jilent. 

Loitifa.  {takes  her  mother's  hand)  What 

is  the  matter,  dear  mother  ?  You  ufed 

to  fay,  that  feeing  my  brother,  always 

made  you  feel  ten  years  younger;  yet 

even  whiift  he  was  here,  you  had,  in  ^ite 

of  all  your  efforts  to  conceal  them,  thefe 

hidden  fits  of  fadnefs. 

Mrs.  Tal.  The  Montem — is  not  it 
to-morrow  ?  Aye  ;  but  my  boy  is  not 
fure  of  being  captain. 

Louifa.  No,  there  is  one  Wheeler, 
who,  as  he  fays,  is  mod  likely  to  be  cho- 
fen  captain.  He  has  taken  prodigious 
pains  to  flatter  and  win  over  many  to  his 
intereft.  My  brother  does  not  fo  much 
care  about  it.  He  is  not  avaricious. 

Mrs.  Tal.  I  love  your  generous  fpi- 
rit  and  his ;  but,  alas  !  my  dear,  peo- 

VOL  .VI.  I 
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pie  may  live  to  want  and  wifh  for  money 
without  being  avaricious.  I  would  not 
fay  a  word  to  Talbot ;  full  of  fpirits,  as 
he  was  this  morning,  I  would  not  fay  a 
word  to  him,  till  after  the  Montem,  of 
what  has  happened. 

Louifa.  And  what  has  happened, 
dear  mother  ?  Sit  down,  you  tremble. 

Mrs.  Talbot  (fits  down.,  and  puts  >a 
lettqr  into  Louifa' 's  hand).  Read  that 
love.  A  meffenger  brought  me  that 
from  town  a  few  hours  ago. 

Louifa  (reads}.  "  By  an  exprefs  from 
Portimouth,  we  hear,  the  Bombay-  Cat- 
tle Eaft  Indiaman  is  loft,  with  all 
your  fortune  on  board. "—All  !  I  hope 
there  is  fomething  left  for  you  to  live 
upon. 

Mrs.  Tal.  About  150!.  a  year  for  us 
all. 

Louifa.  That  is  enough,  is  not  it, 
for  you, 

Mrs.  Tal.  For  me,,  love  ?  I  am  an 
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old  woman,  and  want  but  little  in  this 
world,  and  (hall  foon  be  out  of  it. 

Louifa  (kneels  down  befide  her}.  Do 
not  fpeak  fo,  deareft  mother. 

Mrs.  Tal.  Enough  for  me,  love  \ 
Yes,  enough,  and  too  much  for  me.  T 
am  not  thinking  of  myfelf. 

Louifa,  Then,  as  to  my  brother,  he 
has  fuch  abilities,  and  fuch  induflry,  he 
will  make  a  fortune  at  the  bar  for  him- 
felf,  moil  certainly. 

Mrs.  Tal.  But  his  education  is  not 
completed.  How  (hall  we  provide  him 
with  money  at  Cambridge  ? 

Louifa.  This  Montem — the  lafl  time 
the  Captain  had  eight  hundred — the 
time  before,  a  thoufand  pounds.  O, 
I  hope — I  fear  !  Now,  indeed,  I  know, 
that,  without  being  avaricious,  we  may 
want  and  wifh  for  money. 

\_Landladifs    voice  heard    behind 

tht  Scenes. 

I  2 
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Landlady.  Waiter  !  Mifs  BurfaTs 
curricle,  and  Mr.  Burfal's  vis-a-vis. — 
Run,  fee  that  the  Dolphin's  empty.  I 
fay  run  run. 

;  Airs,  Talbot.  I  will  reft,  for. -a  few 
minutes,  upon  the  fofa,  in  this  bed 
Chamber,  before  we  fet  off. 

Lvuifa  (goes  to  open  the  door}.  They 
have  bolted,  or  locked  it.  How  un- 
lucky ! 

[She  turns  the  key,   and  tries  to 
unlock  the  door. 
Enfe>-  Waiter. 

Wait.  Ladies,  I'm  forry — Mifs  Bur- 
ial and  Mr.  Burial  are  come — juft  com- 
ing-up  flairs. 

Mrs.  T.  Then  will  you  be  fo  good, 
fir,  as  to  unlock  this  door. 

[Waiter  tries  to  unlock  the  door. 
Waiter.  It  muft  be  bolted  on  the  in- 
•'•fide.     Chambermaid  !  Sally  !    Are  you 
within  there  ?  Unbolt  this  door. 
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[ Mr.  BurfuPs  voice  behind  thefcenes. 
Let  me  have  a  bairn  of  good  foup  di- 
redly. 

Waiter.  I'll  go  round,  and  have  the 
door  unbolted  immediately,  ladies. 

[Exit  Waiter. 

Enter  Mifs  Bitrfal,  in  a  riding  drefs, 
and  with  a  long  whip. 

Mifs  Burf.  Thofe  devils,  the  ponies, 
have  a'moft  pulled  my  'and  off. — Who 
'avewe  'ere?  Ha!  Mrs.Talbot!  Louifa! 
'ow  are  ye  ?  I'm  fo  vaftly  glad  to  lee 
you: — but  I'm  fo  (hocked  to  'ear  of 
the  lofs  of  the  Bombay  Caftle.  Mrs, 
Talbot,  you  look  but  poorly  :  but  this 
Montem  will  put  every  body  in  fpirits. 
I  'ear  every  body's  to  be  'ere,  and  my- 
brother  tells  me  'twill  be  the  fineft  ever 
feen  at  //'Eton, — Louifa,  my  dear,  I'm 
forry  I've  not  a  feat  for  you  in  my  cur- 
ricle for  to-morrow  :  but  I've  promifed 
Lady  Betty  j  fo  you  know,  'tis  impo£« 
fible  for  me. 
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Louifa.  Certainly  ;  and  it  would  be 
impoflible  for  me  to  leave  my  mother 
at  prefent. 

Chamber  maid  (opens  the  bed-chamber 
door).  The  room's  ready,  now,  ladies. 

Mrs.  Tal.  Mifs  Burfal — we  intrude 
upon  you  no  longer. 

Mifs  Eurf.  Nay,  why  do  ye  de- 
camp, Mrs.  Talbot  ?  I  'ad  a  thoufand 
things  to  fay  to  you,  Louifa  5.  but  am 
ib  tired,  and  fo  annoyed 

[Seats  herfelf—  Exeunt  Mrs,  Talbot, 
Louifa,  and  Chambermaid] . 

Enter  Mr.  Burfal  with  a  bajin  of 
foup  in  his  hand. 

Mr.  Eurf.  Well,  thank  my  ftars,  the 
Airly  Caflle  is  fafe  in  the  Downs. 

Mifs  Eurf.  Mr.  Burfal,  can  you  in- 
form me  why  Joe,  my  groom,  does  not 
make  his  appearance  ! 

Mr.  Eurf.  (eating  and f peaking]  Yes, 
that  I  can — child — becaufe  he  is  with 
his  'orfes,  where  he  ought  to  be.  'Tis 
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fit  they  fhould  be  looked  after  well ;  for 
they  cod  me  a  pretty  penny — more 
than  their  heads  are  worth,  and  your's 
into  the  bargain  :  but  I  was  refolved, 
as  we  were  to  come  to  this  Montem,  to 
come  in  flyle. 

Mifs  Burf.  In  ilyle,  to  be  fure  ;  for 
all  the  world's  to  be  here — the  King, 
and  Prince  o'W/zales,  and  Duke  o'York, 
and  all  the  firft  people ;  and  \ve  (hall 
cut  fuch  a  dalh  !— Dam !— Dadi  !  will 
be  the  word  to-morrow  ! — (play ing  with 
her  whip). 

Mr.Burf.(afide)  Dafh !— Da(h  !— aye, 
juft  like  her  brother.  He'll  pay  away,  fine- 
ly, I  warrant,  by  the  time  he's  her  age. 
Well,  well,  he  can  afford  it ;  and  I  do 
love  to  fee  my  children  make  a  figure 
for  their  money.  As  Jack  Burfal  fays, 
.what's  money  for,  if  it  e'nt  to  make  a 
figure. — (Aloud]  There's  your  brother 
Jack,  now,  the  extravagant  dog,  he'll 
have  fuch  a  drefs  as  never  was  feen,  I 
x  4 
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fuppofe,  at  this  here  Montem.  Why,, 
now,  Jack  Burfal  fpends  more  money  at 
Eton,  and  has  more  to  fpend,  than  my 
Lord  John,  though  my  Lord  John's  the 
fon  of  a  marchionefs. 

Mifs  Eurf.  O  !  that  makes  no  dif- 
ference now  a-days.  I  wonder  whether 
her  ladyfhip  is  to  be  at  this  Montem. 
The  only  good  I  Aever  got  out  of  thofe 
ftupid  Talbots  was  an  introduction  to 
their  friend,  lady  Piercefield,  What 
(he  could  find  to  like  in  the  Talbots, 
heaven  knows.  I've  a  notion  (he'll  drop 
them,  when  (he  hears  of  the  lofs  of  the 
Bombay  Cajlle. 

Enter  a  waiter,  zvith  a  note. 

Walter.  A  note  from  my  lady  Pierce- 
fie^ld,  Sir. 

Mifs  B,  Charming  woman  ! — Is  fhe 
here,  pray  fir  ! 

Wait.  Jufl  come — yes,  rna'am. 

[Exit  waiter. 

Mifs  B.  Well,  Mr.  Burfal,  whttt  is  it  ? 
4 
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Mr.  B.  (reads)  "  Bufmefs  of  import  - 
ance — to  communicate —  Hum — 
What  can  it  be? — {going}.' 

Mifs  B.  (afide)  Perhaps  fome  match 
to  propoTe  for  me  ! — (Aloud)  Mr.  Bur- 
ial, pray,  before  you  go  to  her  ladyfnip, 
do  fend  my  oomaii  to  me  to  make  me 
prefe  nt  able,  * 

\Exit  Mifs  Biirfal  at  one  door. 

Mr.  B.  (at  the  oppqfile  door]  "Bu- 
finefs of  importance" — Hum  !  I'm 
glad  I'm  prepared  .with  a  good  bafm  of 
ibup :  there's  no  doing  bufmefs  well 
upon  an  empty  ftomach.  Perhaps  the 
bufmefs  is  to  lend  cafh ;  and  I've  no 
great  flomach  for  that  :  but  it  will  be 
an  hono.uiy.to  be  fure. 

[Exic, 
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SCENE. 

Landlady's  parlour. 

Landlady — Mr.  Finfbury,  a  man-milliner,  with 
band-boxes — a  fancy  cap,  or  helmet  witk 
feathers,  in  the  landlady's  hand — a  fatin  bag, 
covered  with  gold  netting,  in  the  man-mil- 
Jiner's  hand — a  mantle  hanging  over  his  arm — 
a  rough-looking  farmer  is  fitting  with  his 
back  towards  them,  eating  bread  and  cheefe, 
and  reading  a  newfpaper. 

Landlady.  Well,  this,  to  be  fure, 
will  be  the  bed  drefled  Montein  that 
ever  was  feen  at  Eton  ;  and  you  London 
gentlemen  have  the  moil  falhionableft 
notions :  and  this  is  the  mod  eleganteft 
fancy  cap — 

Finf.  Why,  as  you  oblerve,  Ma'm, 
that  is  the  mod  elegant  fancy  cap  of 
them  all.  That  is  Mr.  Hedor  Hog- 
morton's  fancy  cap,  Ma'm  ; — and  here, 
Ma'm,  is  Mr.  Saul's  rich  fatin  bag, 
covered  with  gold  net.  He  is  college 
fait- bearer,  I  underfland,  and  has  a  pro- 
digious fuperb  white  and  gold  drefs. 
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But,  in  my  humble  opinion,  Ma'm,  the 
marfhal's  white,  and  purple,  and  orange 
fancy  drefs,  trimmed  with  filver,  will 
bearthe  bell;  though,  indeed,  I  fhoudn't 
lay  that ;  for  the  colonel's  and  lieuten- 
ant's, and  enfign's,  are  beautiful  in  the 
extreme.  And,  to  be  fure,  nothing  can 
be  better  imagined  than  Mr.  Marlbo- 
rough's  lilac  and  filver,  with  a  Roman 
cap.  And  it  muft  be  allowed,  that 
nothing  in  nature  can  have  a  better 
effect  than  Mr.  Drake's  flefh-colour 
and  blue,  with  this  Spanilh  hat,  Ma'm, 
you  fee. 

[The farmer  looks  over  hisJJwulder 
from  time  to  time,  during  this 
fpeech,  zcith  contempt. 
Farmer,  (reads  the  newfpapei*}  French 
fleet  at  fea — Hum  ! 

Landlady.  O,  gemini !  Mr.  Drake's 
Spaniili  hat  is  the  fweetefl,  tafty  thing  ! 
— Mr.  Finfbury,  I  proteft 

Mr.  Finf.  Why,  ma'm,  I  knew  a  la- 
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dy  of  your  tafte  couldn't  but  approve 
of  it.  My  own  invention,  entirely, 
ma'm. — But  it's  nothing  to  the  cap- 
tain's cap,  ma'm.  Indeed,  ma'm,  Mr, 
Wheeler,  the  captain  that  is  to  be,  has 
the  prettied  tafte  in  drefs.  To  be  fure, 
his  fandals  were  my  fuggeftion ;  but 
the  mantle  he  has  the  entire  credit  of, 
to  do  him  juflice;  and,  when  you  fee 
it,  Ma'm,  you  will  be  really  furprized  ; 
for,  for  contrail  and  elegance,  and  rich- 
nefs,  and  light nefs,  and  propriety,  and 
effect,  and  coftume,  you've  never  yet 
feen  any  thing  at  all  to  be  compared  to 
captain  Wheeler's  mantle,  ma'm. 

Farmer,  (to  the  landlady]  Why 
now,  pray,  Mrs.  Landlady,  how  long 
may  it  have  been  the  fafhion  for  mil- 
liners to  go  about  in  men's  clothes? 

Landlady,  (afide  to  farmer]  Lord, 
Mr.  Hearty,  hum  !  This  is  Mr.  Finf- 
bury,  the  great  man-milliner- 

Farm.  The  great  man-milliner.?  Tius 
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is  a  fight  I  never  thought  to  fee  in  Old 
England. 

Finf.  (packing  up  band-boxes)  Well 
ma'm,  Fin  glad  I  have  your  approba- 
tion. It  has  ever  been  my  iludy  to 
pleafe  the  ladies. 

Farm.  (Ihrotos  a  fancy  mantle  over 
his  frieze  coat]  and  is  this  the  way  to 
pleafe  the  ladies,  Mrs.  Landlady,  now 
a- days  ? 

Finf.  (taking  off  the  mantle)  Sir, 
with  your  leaver— I  afk-  pardon — but  the 
lead  thing,  detriments  thefe  tender 
colours ;  and  as  you  have juft  been  eat- 
ing checfe  with  y<5ur. hands — 

Farm.  'Tis  my  way  to.  eat  cheefe 
iv i in  my  mouth,  man. 

Finf.   Man  I 

Farm.  I  aik  pardon — man-milliner, 
I  mean. 

Enter  Landlord. 
. .   .Landlord.  Why,  wife  1 

Landlady.  Wife ! 
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Landlord.  I  afk  pardon — Mrs.  New- 
ington,  I  mean. — Do  you  know  who 
them  ladies  are,  that  you  have  been  and 
turned  out  of  the  Dolphin  ? 

Landlady,  (alarmed)  Not  I,  indeed. 
Who  are  they,  pray  ?  Why,  if  they  are 
quality,  it's  no  fault  of  mine  ;  it  is  their 
own  fault,  for  coming  like  fcrubs,  with- 
out four  horfes.  Why,  if  quality  will 
travel  -the  road  this  way,  incognito,  how 
can  they  expect  to  be  known  and  treated 
as  quality  1  'Tis  no  fault  of  mine  :  why 
didn't  you  find  out  fooner,  who  they 
were,  Mr.  Newington  ?  What  elfe,  in 
the  'verfal  world,  have  you  to  do,  but 
to  go  bafking  about  in  the  yards  and 
places  with  your  tankard  in  your  hand, 
from  morning  to  night  ? — What  have 
you  elfe  to  ruminate  all  day  long,  but 
to  find  out  who's  who,  I  fay  ! 

Farm.  Clapper ! — clapper ! — clapper! 
like  my  mill  in  a  high  wind,  landlord, 
clapper ! — clapper  J — clapper ! — enough 
to  ftun  a  body. 
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Landlord.  That  is  not  ufed  to  it  ; 
—but  ufe  is  all — they  fay. 

Landlady.  Will  you  anfwer  me, 
Mr.  Newington  ?  Who  are  the  gran- 
dees, that  were  in  the  Dolphin  ? — and 
what's  become  on  them  ? 

Landlord.  Grandees  was  your  own 
word,  wife.  They  be  not  to  call  gran- 
dees ;  but  I  reckon  you'd  be  forry  not 
to  treat  'em  civil,  when  I  tell  you  their 
name  is  Talbot — mother  and  fitter  to  our 
young  Talbot,  of  Eton,  he  that  paid 
me  fo  handfome  for  the  hunter  this 
very  morning. 

Landlady.  Mercy  !  is  that  all  ?  What 
a  combuftion  for  nothing  in  life  1 

Finf.  For  nothing  in  life,  as  you 
fay,  Ma'am,  that  is,  nothing  in  high 
life,  I'm  fure,  Ma'am,  nay,  I  dare  a'- 
moft  venture  to  fwear :  for,  would  you 
believe  it,  Mr.  Talbot  is  one  of  the 
few  young  gentlemen  of  Eton,  that  has 
not  befpoke  from  me  a  fancy  d  re  is  for 
this  grand  Montem. 
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Landlady.  There,  Mr.  Newington  1 
there's  your  Mr.  Talbot  for  you  !  and 
there's  .your  grandees  !  O,  trull  me, 
.  I  know  your  fcrubs  at  firft  fight. 

Landlord.  Scrubs,  I  don't,  nor  can't, 
nor  won't  call  them,  that  pay  their  debts 
honed. — Scrubs,  I  don't,  nor  won't,  nor 
can't  call  them,  that  behave  as  hand- 
fome  as  young  Mr.  Taibot  did  here  to 
me  this  morning,  about  the  hunter.  A 
fcrub  he  is  not,  wife. — Fancy  drefs  or  no 
fancy  drefs,  Mr.  Fin(bury,  this  young 
gentleman  is  no  fcrub. 

Finf.  Dear  me  !  'Twas  not  I  fa  id 
ftrub.  Bid  I  fay  fcrub  ! 

Farm.  No  matter  if  you  did. 

Finf  No  matter,  certainly  :  and  yet  it 
is  a  matter;  for I'm-conn* dent  I  wouldn't, 
for  the  world,  leave  it  in  any  one's  power, 
to  fay,  that  I  faid — that  I — called  any 
young  gentleman  of  Eton  a  fcrub.  Why, 
you  know,  fir,  it  might  breed  a  riot. 

Farm.  And  a  .pretty  figure  you'd 
make  in  n  riot  ! 
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Landlady.  Pray  let  me  hear  nothing 
about  riots  in  my  houfe. 

Farm.  Nor  about  fcrubs. 

Finf.  But  I  beg  leave  to  explain, 
gentlemen.  All  I  ventured  to  remark, 
or  fuggeft,  was,  that  as  there  was  Tome 
talk  of  Mr.  Talbot's  being  captain  to-" 
morrow,  I  didn't  conceive  how  he  could 
well  appear  without  any  drefs.  That 
was  all,  upon  my  word  and  honour. — 
A  good  morning  to  you,  gentlemen  ; 
it  is  time  for  me  to  be  off. — Mrs.  Nevv- 
ington,  you  were  fo  obliging,  to  pro- 
mite  to  accommodate  me  with  a  return 
chaife  as  far  as  Eton. 

\Finjbury  bows  and  exit. 

.  Farm.  A  good  day  to  you  and  your 
bandboxes.  There's  a  fellow  for  you  now  i 
Ha !  ha !  ha ! — A  man-milliner,  forfooth ! 

Landlord.  Mrs.  Talbot's  coming — 
fland  back. 

Landlady.  Lord  !  why  does  Bob 
(hew  them  through  this  wa\ 
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Enter  Mrs.  Talbot>  leaning  on  Louifa, 
Waiter  Jhewing  the  icay. 

Landlady.  You  are  going  on,  I  fup- 
pofe,  Ma'am. 

.  Waiter,  (qfide,  to  landlord}  Not  if 
fhe  could  help  it ;  but  there's  no  beds 
fmce  Mr.  Burial  and  Mifs  Burfal's  come. 

Landlord.  I  fay  nothing,  for  'tis  in 
vain  to  fay  more. — But  is'nt  it  a  pity 
(lie  can't  flay  for  the  Montem,  poor  old 
lady  !  Her  fon — as  good  and  fine  a  lad 
as  ever  you  faw — they  fay,  has  a  chance, 
too,  of  being  captain.  She  may  never 
live  to  fee -another  fuch  a  fight. 

[As  Mrs.  Talbot  walks  Jlowly  o?i9 
the  farmer  puts  himfelf  acrofs 
her  way  ^fo  as  tojlop  herjiwrt. 

Farm.  No  offence,  madam,  I  hope  ; 
but  I  have  a  good  fnug  farm-houfe,  not 
far  off  hand,  and  if  fo  be  you'd  be  fo 
good  to  take  a  night's  lodging,  you  and 
the  young  lady  with  you,  you'd  have  a 
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hearty  welcome — that's  all  I  can  fay — 
and  you'd  make  my  wife  very  happy, 
for  (he's  a  good  woman,  to  fay  nothing 
of  myfelf. 

Landlord.  If  I  may  be  fo  bold  to 
put  in  my  word,  madam,  you'd  have  as 
good  beds,  and  be  as  well  lodged  with 
farmer  Hearty,  as  in  e'er  a  houie  at  Salt 
Hill. 

Mrs.  Talb.  lam  very  much  obliged — 
Farm.    O,  fay  nothing  o'  that,  ma- 
dam; I   am  fure   I  (hall    be   as  much 
obliged,  if  you  do   come. — Do,  mifs, 
.fpeak  for  me. 

Louifa.  Pray,  dear  mother 

Farm.  She  will,  (calls  behind  the 
fcenes)  Here,  waiter !  hoftler  !  driver  ! 
what's  your  name,  drive  the  chaife  up 
here  to  the  door,  fmart,  clofe.— Lean  on 
my  arm,  madam,  and  we'll  have  you  in 
and  at  home  in  a  whiff. 

[Exeunt    Mrs.    Talbot,    Louifa^ 
Farmer,  Landlord^  and  Waiter* 
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Landlady,  fola. 

Lord,  what  a  nolle  and  a  rout  this 
Farmer  man  makes  !  And  my  hufband, 
with  his  great  broad  face,  bowing,  as 
great  a  nincompoop  as  t'other.  The 
folks  are  all  bewitched  with  the  old  wo- 
man, I  verily  believe,  [aloud]  A  good 
morning  to  you,  ladies. 

End  of 'the fii -ft  Act. 


SECOND     ACT. 

SCENE    I. 

A  field  near  Eton  college — feveral  boys  crofling 
backwards  and  forwards  in  the  back  ground — 
In  front,  Talbot,  Wheekr,  Lord  John,  and 
Burfal. 

Talb.  Fair  play,  Wheeler!  Have  at 
'em,  my  boy  ! — There  they  ftand,  fair 
game! — There's  Burfal  there  with  his 
dead  forty-five  votes  at  command  ;  and 
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Lord   John  with  his — how    many  live 
friends  ? 

Lord  J.  (coldly]  Sir,  I  have  fifty- 
fix  friends,  I  believe. 

Talb.  Fifty -fix  friends,  his  Lord  Chip 
believes — Wheeler  incluiive,  no  doubt. 

Lord  J.  That's  as  hereafter  may  be. 

Wheel.  Hereafter  !  O,  fie,.--  my 
Lud! — You  know  your  own  Wheeler 
has,  from  the  firft  minute  he  ever  faw 
you,  been  your  faft  friend. 
-  Talb.  Your  faft  friend  from  the  firft 
minute  he  ever  faw  you,  my  Lord  ! 
That's  well  hit,  Wheeler;  ftick  to  that ; 
ftick  faft.— Fifty-fix  friends,  Wheeler 
raciufive,  hey,  my  Lord,  hey  my  Lud  f 

Lord  J.  Talbot  ^rclufive,  I  find, 
contrary  to  my  expectations . 

Talb.  Aye,  contrary  to  your  expect- 
ations, you  find  that  Talbot  is  not  a  dog, 
that  will  lick  the  duft  :  but  then,  there's 
enough  of  the  true  fpaniel  breed  to  be 
had  for  whittling  for,  hey  Wheeler  ?• 

K  r  .       -          • 
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Eurfal  (afide  to  Wheeler]  A  damn'd 
bad  eleclioneerer  ! — So  much  the  bet- 
ter for  you,  Wheeler.  Why,  unlefs  he 
bought  a  vote,  he'd  never  win  one,  if 
he  talked  from  this  to  the  day  of  judg- 
ment. 

Wheeler,  (ajtde,  to  Burfal)  And  as 
he  has  no  money  to  buy  votes — He  !  he  ! 
he  ! — we  are  fate  enough. 

Tail.  That's  well  done,  Wheeler ; 
fight  the  by  battle  there  with  Burfal, 
now  you  are  fure  of  the  main  with  Lord 
John. 

Lord  J.  Sure  ! — I  never  made  Mr. 
Wheeler  any  promife  yet. 

Wheel.  O,  I  afk  no  promife  from  his 
Lordlhip  :  we  are  upon  honour  :  I  truft 
entirely  to  his  Lordfhip 's  good  nature 
and  generality,  and  to  his  regard  for  his 
own  family,  I  having  the  honour,  though 
diftantly,  to  be  related. 

Lord  J.  Related  /—How,  Wheeler  ? 

Wheel.  Connected,  I  mean,  which  is 
next  door,  as  I  may,  fay,  to  being  re- 
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lated — related  flipt   out    by   miftake — 
I  beg  pardon,  my  Lord  John. 

Lord  J.  Related! — a  ilrange  miftake, 
Wheeler. 

Tall).  Overfhot  .yourfelf,  Wheeler- 
over  (hot  yourfelf,  by  all  that's  awkward. 
And  yet,  till  now,  I  always  took  you 
for  "  a  dead  Jhot  at  a  yellow-ham- 
mer*? 

Wheeler,  (taking  Burfal  by  the  arm] 
Burfal,  a  word  with  you — (cifide  to  Bur- 
fal] — What  a  lump  of  family  pride  that 
Lord  John  is  ! 

Talb.  Keep  out  of  my  hearing,  Wheel- 
er, left  I  (hould  fpoil  fport.  But  never 
fear,  you'll  pleafe  Burfal  fooner  than  I 
fhall — I  can't,  for  the  foul  of  me,  bring 
myfelf  to  fay,  that  Burfal's  not  purfe- 
proud,  and  you  can — Give  you  joy  1 — 

*  Young  noblemen,  at  Oxford,  wear  yellow 
tufts  at  the  tops  of  their  caps.  Hence  their 
flatterers  are  faid  to  be  dead  {hots  at  yellow- 
hammers. 

K    4 
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Burf.  A  choice  ele&ioneerer !  Ha! 
ha!  ha! 

Wheel,  (faintly)  He!  he!  he !—  a 
choice  eledioneerer,  as  you  fay — 

[Exeunt  Wheeler  and  Burfal,  ma- 
ntntLordJ.  and  Talbot. 

Lord  J.  There  was  a  time,  Talbot — 

Talb.  There  was  a  time  my  Lord — 
to  fave  trouble  and  a  long  explanation, 
— there  was  a  time  when  you  liked  Tal- 
bots  better  than  fpaniels — you  under- 
ftand  me. 

Lord  J.  I  have  found  it  very  difficult, 
to  underftand  you  of  late,  Mr.  Tal- 
bot. 

Talb.  Yes,  becaufe  you  have  ufed 
other  people's  underfland  ings  inftead  of 
your  own — Be  yourfelf,  my  lord — See 
with  your  own  eyes,  and  hear  with  your 
own  ears,  and  then  you'll  find  me  flill 
what  I've  been  thefe  feven  years — not 
your  underftrapper,  your  hanger  on, 
your  flatterer,  but — your  friend. — If  you 
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choofe  to  have  me  for  a  friend,  here's  my 
hand — I  am  your  friend — and  you'll 
not  find  a  better. 

Lord  J.  (giving  his  hand)  You  are 
a  ftrange  fellow,  Talbot,  I  thought  I 
never  could  have  forgiven  you  for  what 
you  faid  lafi  night. 

Talb.  What  ?— for  I  don't  keep  a  re- 
gifter  of  my  fayings — O,  it  was  fome- 
thing  about  gaming — Wheeler  was  flat- 
tering your  tafte  for  it,  and  he  put  rne 
into  a  pailion — I  forget  what  I  faid — But 
whatever  it  was,  I'm  fure  it  was  well 
meant,  and,  I  believe,  it  was  well  faid; 

Lord  J.  But  you  laugh  at  me  fome- 
times  to  my  face. 

Talb.  Would  you  rather  I  mould 
laugh  at  you  behind  your  back? 

Lord  J.  But  of  all  things  in  the 
world,  I  hate  to  be  laughed  at. — Liften 
to  me — and  don't  fumble  in  your  pockets 
while  I  am  talking  to  you. 

Talb.  I'm  fumbling  for — O  here  it 
is — New,  Lord  John,  I  once  did  laugh' 
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at  you  behind  your  back,  and  what's 
droll  enough,  it  was  at  your  back  I 
laughed — Here's  a  caricatura  I  drew  of 
you — I  really  am  forry  I  did  it — But 
'tis  bed  to  fhew  it  to  you  myfelf. 

Lord  J.  (ajide)  It  is  all  I  can  do 
to  forgive  this — (after  a  paufe  he  tears 
the  paper)  I  have  heard  of  this  cari- 
catura before — but  I  did  not  expect,. 
that  you  would  come  and  (hew  it  to 
me  yourfelf,  Talbot,  fo  handfomely — 
cfpecially  at  fuch  a  time  as  this — 
Wheeler  might  well  fay  you  are  a  bad 
eledlioneerer. 

Talb.  O  hang  it !  I  forgot  my  elec- 
tion, and    your  fifty-fix  friends. 

Enter  Rory  O'Ryan. 

Rory.  (claps  Talbot  on  the  back) 
Fifty-fix  friends  have  you,  Talbot? — 
Say  feven — fifty-feven  I  mean,  for  I'll 
lay  ye  a  wager  you've  forgot  me,  and 
that's  a  (hame  for  you  too,  for  out 
of  the  whole  pofTe-comitatus  entirely 
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now,  you  have  not  a  ftauncher  friend 
than  poor  little  Rory  O'Ryan — And  a 
good  right  he  has  to  befriend  you,  for 
you  flood  by  him,  when  many,  that 
ought  to  have  known  better,  were  hunt- 
ing him  down  for  a  wild  Irifhrnan — 
Now  that  fame  wild  Irilliman  has  as 
much  gratitude  in  him  as  any  tame 
Englishman  of  them  all — But  don't 
let's  be  talking  fmtim/nt,  for,  for  my 
fhare,  I'd  not  give  a  bogberry  a  bumel 
for  f/ntirru'nt  when  I  could  get  any  thing 
better — 

Lord  J.  And  pray,  fir,  what  may  a 
bogberry  be  ? 

Rory.  Phoo !  don't  be  playing  the 
innocent,  now. — Where  have  you  lived 
all  your  life  (I  afk  pardon  my  Lard)  not 
to  know  a  bogberry  when  you  fee  it,  or 
hear  of  it  (turns  to  Talbot.)  But  what 
are  ye  (landing  idling  here  for  ? — Sure 
there's  Wheeler,  and  Burfal  along  with 
him,  canvaffing  out  yonder  at  a  terrible 
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fine  rate.  And  haven't  I  been  huzza- 
ing for  you  there  till  I'm  hoarfe?  fo  I 
am,  and  juft  flepped  away  to  fuck  an 
orange  for  my  voice,  (fucks  an  orange.) 
I  am  a  tkdrottgk-goingfnend  at  any  rate. 

Talb.  Now,  Rory,  you  are  the  bed 
fellow  in  the  world,  and  a  thorough- 
going friend  ;  but  have  a  care,  or  you'll 
get  yourfelf  and  me  into  fome  fcrape, 
before  you  have  done  with  this  violent 
Ihorovgh-going  work. 

Rory.  Never  fear  !  Never  fear,  man  ! 
— a  warm/nWand  a  bitter  enemy,  that's 
my  maxim. 

Talb.  Yes,  but  too  warm  a  friend  is 
as  bad  as  a  bitter  enemy. 

Rory.  O !  never  fear  me  !  I'm  as 
cool  as  a  cucumber  ail  the  time;  and 
whilft  they  link  I'm  linking  of  nothing 
in  life  but  making  a  noife,  I  make  my 
own  little  fnug  remarks  in  profe  and 
verfe  as — now  my  voice  is  after  coming 
back  to  me,  you  fhall  hear  if  you  plafe~ 

Talb.  I  do  pleafe. 
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Rory.  I  call  it — Rory's  fong. — Now 
mind  I  have  a  verfe  for  every  body,  o'  the 
kading  lads  I  mean,  and  I  (hall  put  'em 
in  or  lave  'em  out  according  to  their  in- 
clinations and  deferts,  wis-a-wee  to  you, 
my  little  frind.  So  you  comprehend 
it  will  be  Rory's  fong  with  variations. 

(Talbot  and  Lord  John.)  Let's  have 
it — let  us  have  it  without  farther  pre- 
face. 

Roryfings. 

"  I'm   true  game  to  the  lait,  and  no   Wbseter 
"  for  me," 

Rory.  There's  a  flroke  in  the  firft 
place  for  Wheeler,  you  take  it. 

Talb.  O  yes,  yes,  we  take  it  3  go 
on. 

Rory  fin* s. 
"  I'm  true  game  to  the  laft,  and  no  Wheeler 

*'  for  me, 
"  Of  all  birds  beafts  or  fifties  that  fwiin  in  the 

"fea, 
"  Webbed,  or  finned,  black  or  white,  man  or 

"  child,  Whig  or  Tory, 
*'  None   but  Talbot,  O,  Talbot's  the  dog  for 
"  Rory.J> 
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Talb.  Talbot  the  dog  is  much  obliged 
to  you. 

Lord  J.  But  if  I  have  any  ear,  one  of 
your  lines  is  a  foot  too  long,  Mr. 
O'Ryan. 

Rory.  Phoo,  put  the  beft  foot  fore- 
moil  for  zfrind.  Slur  it  in  the  finging, 
; — and  don't  be  quarrelling  any  how  for 
a  foot  more  or  lefs — the  more  feet  the 
better  it  will  ftand,  you  know — Only  let 
me  go  on,  and  you'll  come  to  fomething 
that  will  plafe  you. 

Rory  faigs. 

«*  Then  there's  he  with  the  purfe  that's  as  long 
"  as  my  arm." 

Rory.  That's  Burfai,  mind  now,  in  this 
verfe  I  mean  to  allude  to. 

Lord  /.  If  the  allufion's  good,  we 
{hall  probably  find  out  your  meaning. 

Talb.  On  with  you,  Rory,  and  don't 
read  us  notes  on  a  fong, 

Lord  J.  Go  on,  and  let  us  hear  what 
you  fay  of  Burfal. 
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Rory  Jings. 

"  Then  there's  he  with   the  purfe  that's  as  long 

"  as  my  arm, 
fl  His  father's   a   tanner,  but   then   where's  the 

"  harm? 
"  Heir  to  houfes  and  hunters,  and  horfeponds  in 

"  fee, 
**  Won't  his  Ikins  fure  foon  buy  him  a  pedigree." 

Lord  /.  Encore !  Encore !  why  Rory, 
I  did  not  think  you  could  make  fo  good 
a  fong. 

Rory.  Sure  'twas  none  of  I  made  it 
— ?twas  Talbot  here. 

Talb.  I ! 

Rory.  (afidc)  Not  a  word — I'll  make 
you  a  prefent  of  it,  fure  then  it's  your 
own. 

Talb.  I  never  wrote  a    word  of  it. 

Rory.  (toLordJ.JPhoo\  phoo!  he's 
only  denying  it  out  of  falfe  modefty. 

Lord  J.  Well,  no  matter  who  wrote 
it,  (ing  it  again. 

Rory.  Be  eafy — So  I  will,  and  as 
many  more  verfes  as  you  will  to  the 
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back  of  it,  (Winking  at  Talbot,  afide) 
You  (hall  have  the  credit  of  all.  (Aloud) 
Put  me  in  when  I'm  out,  Talbot,  and 
you  (to  Lord  John)  Join — Join. 

(Rory  Jings,  and  Lord  Johnjings 
with  him) 

"  Then  there's  he  with  the  purfe  that's  as  long 

"  my  arm, 
**  His  father's  a   tanner,  but  then  where's   the 

"  harm? 
'*  Heir  to  houfes  and  hunters,  and  horfeponds  in 

"  fee, 
"  Won't  his  fkins  fure  foon  buy  him  a  pedi- 

"  gree. 

*'  There's  my  lord  with  the  back  that  never  was 
"  bent," 

(Lord  John  Jlops  Jinging — Talbot 
makes  Jigns  to  Rory  to  jiop^  but 
Rory  does  not  fee  him,  and  Jings 
on) 

'*  There's  my  lord  with  the  back  that  never  was 

"  bent, 

"  Let  him  live  with  his  anceftors,  lam  content ;" 
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'(Rory  pu/hes  Lord  J.  and   Talbot 

with  his  elbows) 

•Rory.  Join,  join,   both   of  ye — why 
don't  you  join  (Jings) 

"  Who'll  buy  my  Lord  John,  the  arch  fifhwoman 

"  cried, 

• "  A  nice   oyfter  (hut  up   in   a  choice   {hell  of 
"  pride." 

Rory.  But  join,  or  ye  fpoil  all, 

Talb.  You  have  fpoiled  all  indeed. 

Lord  J.  (making  a  formal  low  bowj 
Mr.  Talbot,  Lord  John  thanks  you. 

Rory.  Lord  John!  Blood  and  thun- 
•der!  I  forgot  you  were  by — quite  and 
clean. 

Lord  J.  (puts  him  afide,  and  con- 
tinues J "peaking  to  Talbot)  Lord  John 
thanks  you,  Mr.  Talbot — This  \*  the 
fecond  part  of  the  caricatura — Lord 
John  thanks  you  for  thefe  proofs  of 
.friendfliip — Lord  John  has  reafoa  to 
thank  you,  Mr.  Talbot. 

VOL.    VI.  L 
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Bory.  No  reafon  in  life  now — Don't 
be  thanking  fo  much  for  nothing  in 
life,  or  if  you  mud  be  thanking  o'fome- 
body,  it's  me  you  ought  to  thank. 

Lord  J.  I  ought  and  do,  fir,  for  un- 
mafking  one  who — 

Tall),  (icarmly)  Unmafking,  my 
lord— 

Rory.  (holding  them  of  under )  Phoo! 
phoo!  phoo!  be  eafy,  can't  ye — there's 
no  unmafking  at  all  in  the  cafe — My 
Lord  John,  Talbofs  writing  the  fong 
was  all  a  miftake. 

Lord  J.  As  much  a  miftake  as  your 
finging  it,  fir,  I  prefume — 

Rory.  Jufl  as  much — 'Twas  all  a; 
miftake — So  now  don't  you  go  and 
make  a  miftake  into  a  mifunderftanding 
—It  was  I  made  every  word  of  the 
fong  out  o'the  face* — that  about  the 
back  that  never  was  bent,  and  the  an- 

*  From  beginning  to  end. 
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ceftors  and  the  oyfter  and  all — He  did 
not  write  a  word  of  it,  upon  my  con- 
fcience  I  wrote  it  all — tho'  I'll  engage 
you  didn't  think  I  could  write  fuch  a 
good  thing. 

(Lord  John  turns  aivay) 

I'm  telling  you  the  truth  and  not  a  word 
of  lie,  yet  you  won't  believe  me. 

Lord  J.  You  will  excufe  me,  fir,  if 
I  cannot  believe  two  contradictory  afTer- 
tions  within  two  minutes — Mr.  Tal- 
bot, I  thank  you.  (going) 

(Eory  tries  to  flop  Lord  John  from 
going,  but  cannot— Exit  Lord 
John) 

Eory.  Well  if  he  will  go,  let  him  go 
then,  and  much  good  may  it  do  hLn 
— Nay,  but  don't  you  go  too. 

Taib.  O,  Rory,  what  have  you  done ! 

(Talbot  runs  after  Lord  J.) 

Talb.  Hear  me,  my  Lord. 

(Exit  Talbot) 
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Eory.  Hear  him!  hear  him!  hear 
him! — Well  I'm  point  blank  mad  with 
myfelf  for  making  this  blunder— but 
how  could  I  help  it  ?— As  fure  as  ever 
I  am  meaning  to  do  the  beft  thing  on 
earth,  it  turns  out  the  worft — 

( Enter  a  party  of  lads  huzzaing ) 

Rory  (joins]  Huzza! — Huzza! — 
Who  pray  are  ye  huzzaing  for? — 

ijl  Boy— Wheeler !  Wheeler  for  ever ! 
Huzza — 

Eory.  Talbot !  Talbot  for  ever!  Huz- 
za— Captain  Talbot  for  ever!  Huzza. 

2(1  Boy.  Captain  he'll  never  be,  at 
lead  not  to-morrow,  for  Lord  John 
has  juft  declared  for  Wheeler. 

ift  Boy.  And  that  turns  the  fcale. 
ry.  O,  the  fcale  may  turn  back 


again. 


^d.  Boy.  Impoflible  !  Lord  John  has 
juft  given  his  promife  to  Wheeler — I 
heard  him  with  my  own  ears. 
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(Several fpeak  at  once]  And  I  heard 
him,  and  I ! — and  I ! — and  I ! — Huzza ! 
Wheeler  for  ever. 

ROTI/.  Oh  murder!  murder!  murder!  . 
(afide)  this  goes  to  my  heart — It's  all 
my  doing — O  my  poor  Talbot!  mur- 
der! murder!  murder! — But  I  won't 
let  them  fee  me  caft  down,  and  it  is 
good  to  be  huzzaing  at  all  events — 
Huzza  for  Talbot! — Talbot  for  ever! 
Huzza —  [Exit. 

(Enter  Wheeler  and  Burfal) 

Wheel.   Who  was  that  huzzaing  for 

Talbot? 

(Ronj  behind  the  fcenes,  "  Huzza 
for  Talbot !— Talbot  for  ever  ! 
Huzza'} 

Bur.  Pooh,  ,it  is  only  Rory  O'Ryan, 
or  the  roaring  lion  as  I  call  him — 
Ha !  ha !  ha ! .  Rory  O'Ryan,  alias  roar- 
ing lion — that's  a  good  one — put  it 
about — Rory  O'Ryan  the  roaring  lion, 

L  3 
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ha!  ha!  ha! — but  you  don't  take  it — 
you  don't  laugh,  Wheeler. 

Wheel.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  O,  upon  my 
honour  I  do  laugh,  ha!  ha!  ha!  (It  is 
the  hardeji  zvork  to  laugh  at  his  wit) 
Rory  O'Ryan  the  roaring  lion,  ha !  ha ! 
ha! — You  know  I  always  laugh,  Burfal, 
at  your  jokes,  he !  he !  he  !  ready  to  kill 
myfelf. 

Burf.  (Jullenly}  You  are  eafily  killed 
then,  if  that  much  laughing  will  do  the 
bufinefs. 

Wheel,  (coughing)  Juft  then — fome- 
thing — ftuck  in  my  throat — I  beg  your 
pardon. 

Burf.  (Jlill fulleii)  O,  you  need  not 
beg  my  pardon  about  the  matter — I 
don't  care  whether  you  laugh  or  no — 
not  I— Now  you  have  got  Lord  John 
to  declare  for  you,  you  are  above  laugh- 
ing at  my  jokes,  I  fuppofe. 

Wheel.  No;    upon    my    word    and 
honour   I   did  laugh. 
3 
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Burf.  (ajide)  A  fig  for  your  word 
and  honour,  (aloud}  I  know  I'm  of  no 
confequence  now — But  you'll  remember 
that  if  his  Lordihip  has  the  honour  of 
making  you  Captain,  he  mud  have  the 
honour  to  pay  for  your  Captain's  ac- 
coutrements— for  I  lhan't  pay  the  piper, 
I  promife  you,  fmce  I'm  of  no  con- 
fequence. 

Wheel.  Of  no  confequence !  but  my 
dear  Burfal,  what  could  put  that  into 
your  head — that's  the  ilrangefl,  oddeft 
fancy — of  no  confequence !  Burfal  of  no 
confequence !  why  every  body  that 
knows  any  thing,  every  body  that  has 
Ken  Burial -houfe,  knows  that  you  are 
of  the  greater!  confequence,  my  dear 
Burfal. 

Burf.  (taking  out  his  watch,  and 
opening  it,  looks  at  it)  No,  I'm  of  no 
confequence — I  wonder  that  rafcal  Finf- 
bury  is  not  come  yet  with  the  drefles. 
(ftill  looking  at  his  watch } 
t-  4 
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Wheel,  (ajide]  If  Burfal  takes  it  in- 
to his  head  not  to  lend  me  the  money 
to  pay  for  my  Captain's  drefs — What 
will  become  of  me  ?  for  I  have  not  a- 
(hilling — and  Lord  John  won't  pay  for 
rne — and  Finfbury  has  orders  not  to 
leave  the  houfe,  till  he  is  paid  by  every 
body — What  will  become  of  me?  (bites- 
his  nails] 

Burf.  (aJtde)FLovf  I  love  to  make 
him  bite  his  nails  ! — ( aloud]  I  know 
I'm  of  no  confequence — (Jirikes  his  re- 
peater] 

Wheel.  What  a  fine  repeater  that  is 
of  your's,  Burfal! — It  is  the  bed  I  ever 
heard. 

Burf.  So  it  well  may  be,  for  it  cod  a 
mint  of  money. 

Wheel.  No  matter  to  you  what  any 
thing  cods — Happy  dog  as  you  are! 
you  roll  in  money — and  yet  you  talk. 
of  being  of  no  confequence. 

Burf.  But  I  am  not  of  half  fo  much 
confequence  as  Lord  J-hn — am,  I? 
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Wheel.  Are  you?  why  aren't  you 
twice  as  rich  as  he? 

Burf.  Very  true,  but  I'm  not  purfe- 
proud. 

Wheel.  l(ou  purfe-proud  I  I  (hould 
never  have  thought  of  fuch  a  thing. 

Burf.  Nor  I,  if  Talbot  had  not  ufcd 
the  word. 

Wheel.  But  Talbot  thinks  every  body 
purfe-proud,  that  has  a  purfe. 

Burf.  (aftde)  Well,  this  Wheeler  does 
put  one  into  a  good  humour  with  one's 
ielf  in  fpite  of  one's  teeth,  (aloud]  Tal- 
bot fays  blunt  things,  but  I  don't  think 
he's  what  you  can  call  clever — Hey, 
Wheeler? 

Wheel.  Clever !  O,  not  he. 

Burf.  I  think  I  could  walk  round 
him. 

Wheel.  To  be  fure  you  could — Why, 
do  you  know  I've  quizzed  him  famouf- 
ly  myfelf  within  this  quarter  of  an 
hour, 
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Burf.  Indeed! — I  wifh  I  had  been 
by. 

Wheel  So  do  I  faith — It  was  the 
bed  thing — I  wanted,  you  fee,  to  get 
him  out  of  my  way,  that  I  might  have 
the  field  clear  for  eledioneering  to  day. 
— So  I  bowls  up  to  him.  with  a  long 
face — fuch  a  face  as  this — Mr.  Talbot, 
do  you  know — I'm  forry  to  tell  you, 
here's  Jack  Smith  has  juft  brought  the 
news  from  Salt  Hill — Your  mother  in 
getting  into  the  carriage,  flipt  and  has 
broke  her  leg,  and  there  ihe's  lying  at 
a  farm-houfe,  two  miles  off — Is  not  it 
true,  Jack?  faid  I — I  faw  the  farmer 
helping  her  in  with  my  own  eyes,  cried 
Jack — Off  goes  Talbot  like  an  arrow. 
— Quizzed  him  by  G — ,  faid  I. 

Burf.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  quizzed  him  by 
G — ,  with  all  his  clevernefs — that  was 
famoufly  done. 

Wheel.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  with  all  his 
clevernefs  he  will  be  all  evening 
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hunting  for  the  farm-houfe  and  the 
mother  that  has  broke  her  leg — So  he 
is  out  of  our  way. 

Burf.  But  what  need  have  you  to 
want  him  out  of  your  way,  now  Lord 
John  has  come  over  to  your  fide — you 
have  the  thing  fo  dead. 

Wheel.  Not  fo  dead  neither— for 
there's  a  great  independent  party,  you 
know,  and  if  you  don't  help  me,  Burfal, 
to  canvafs  them,  I  fhall  be  no  Captain 
— It  is  you  I  depend  upon  after  all 
— Will  you  come  and  canvafs  them 
with  me? — Dear  Burfal  pray — All  de- 
pends upon  you. 

(Pulls  him  by  the  arm — 
Burfal  follozcs) 

Burf.  Well,  if  all  depends  upon  me, 
I'll  fee  what  I  can  do  for  you  (afide} 
Then  I  am  of  fome  confequence — money 
makes  a  man  of  fome  confequence,  I 
fee — with  fome  folk.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE.. 

•In   the  back   fcene  a    flock  of  fheep  are  feen  •• 
penned.     In  front,   a   party  of  country  lads 
and  laffes  gaily  drsflel,   as  in  fneep-fliearing  | 
time,   with  ribands  and  garlaids  -of  flowers, 
&c.  are  dancing  and  linging.  * 
#      *      *      *       * 

*  The    young  reader    is  requeued  to   irifcrt: 
here  any   fong   fui table  to  the  occafion.     The 
a-uthor  tried  to  write  one  ;  but,  as  (he  could  not- 
write  one  that  plsafed  herfelf,  fhe  omitted  it. 

Enter  Patty,  drtffed  as  the  Queen  of 
the  feflival — She  has  a  lamb  in  her 
.  arms — The  dancers  break  off  when Jhe 
comes  in  ;  and  one  exclaims 

ijl  Peafant.  O,  here  comes  Patty  ! 
Here  comes  the  queen  o'  the  day — 
What  has  kept  you  from  us  fo  long, 
Patty  ? 

?.d  Pcaf.  Pleafe  vour  Majefiy,  you 
fhould  fay. 
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Pa-tfy.  This  poor  little  lamb  of  mine 
was  what  kept  me  fo  long.  It  flrayed 
-away  from  the  reft ;  and  I  fhould  have 
Joft  him,  fo  I  (hould,  for  ever,  if  it  had 
not  been  for  a  good  young  gentleman. 
— Yonder  he  is,  talking  -to  farmer 
Hearty. — That's  the  young  gentleman, 
who  pulled  my  lamb  out  of  a  ditch  for 
me,  into  which  he  had. fallen — Pretty 
creature  ! 

ijl  Pcaf.  Pretty  creature,  or  your 
Majefty,  which  ever  you  choofe  to  be 
called — come  and  dance  with  them, 
and  I'll  carry  your  lamb. 

\_Ej:eu?it,  Jigging  and  da  tic  ing. 

Enter  farmer  Hearty  and  Talbot. 

Farm.  Why,  young  gentleman,  I'm 
glad  I  happened  to  light  upon  you  here, 
and  fo  to  hinder  you  from  going  farther 
aftray,  and  to  fet  ycur  heart  at  eafe, 
like/ 
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Talb.  Thanks,  good  farmer;  you 
have  fet  my  heart  at  eafe,  indeed  :  but 
the  truth  is,  they  did  frighten  me 
confoundedly.  More  fool  I. 

Farm.  No  fool  at  all,  to  my  notion. 
I  mould,  at  your  age,  aye,  or  at  my  age, 
juft  the  felf  fame  way,  have  been  fright- 
ed my  felf,  if  fo  be  that  mention  had  been 
made  to  me,  that  way,  of  my  own  mo- 
ther's' having  broke  her  leg,  or  fo. — 
And  greater,  by  a  great  deal,  the  fliame 
for  them  that  frighted  you,  than  for  you 
to  be  frighted. — How  young  gentlemen, 
now,  can  bring  themfelves  for  to  like 
to  tell  fuch  lies,  is  to  me,  now,  a  matter 
of  amazement,  like,  that  I  can't  get 
over,  no  ways. 

Talb.  O,  farmer,  fuch  lies  are  very 
witty,  though  you  and  I  don't  juil 
now  like  the  wit  of  them.  This  is 
fun,  this  is  quizzing  :  but  you  do:i't 
know  what  we  young  gentlemen  mea.i 
by  quizzing. 
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.  Farm.  Aye,  but  I  do,  though,  to 
my  coft,  ever  fince  laft  year.  Look 
you,  now,  at  yon  fine  field  of  wheat. — 
Well,  it  was  jufl  as  fine,  and  finer,  laft 
year,  till  a  young  Eton  jackanapes — 

Talb.  Take  care  what  you  fay,  farm- 
er ;  for  /  am  a  youn ,  Eton  jacka- 
napes. 

Farm.  No,  but  you  be  not  the  young 
Eton  jackanapes,  that  I'm  a  thinking  on. 
— I  tell  you,  it  was  this  time  laft  year, 
man  ;  he  was  a  horfeback,  I  tell  ye, 
mounted  upon  a  fine  bay  hunter,  out 
o'  hunting,  like. 

Talb.  I  tell  you,  it  was  this  time  laft 
year,  man,  that  I  was  mounted  upon  a 
fine  bay  hunter,  cut  a  hunting. 

Farm.  Zooks  !  would  you  argufy  a 
man  out  of  his  wits  ?  You  won't  go  for 
to  tell  me,  that  you  are  that  impertinent 
little  jackanapes. 

Talb.  No  !  no  !  I'll  not  tell  you,  that 
I  ani  an  impertinent  little  jackanapes. 
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Farm,  (wiping  his  forehead)  Well, 
-don't  then,  for -I  can't  believe  it;  and 
you  put  me  out.  Where  was  I  ? 

Td/6.Mounted  upon  a  fine  bay  hunter ! 
Farm.  Aye,  fo  he  was.     Here,  you* 
fays  he,    meaning  me — open  this  gate 
for  me. — Now,  if  he  had  but  a  fpoke 
me  fair,  I  would  not  have  gainfayed  him.; 
but  he  falls  to  fwearing ;  fo  I  bid  him 
open  the  gate  for  himfelf. — "  There's  a 
bull  behind  you,  farmer,"   fays  he — 1 
turns—"  Quizzed  him,  by  G — ,"  cries 
my  jackanapes ;  and  off  he  gallops  him, 
through  the  very  thick  of  my  corn  : 
but  he  got  a  fall  leaping  the  ditch,  out 
yonder,  which  pacified  me,  like,  at  the 
minute.    So  I  goes  up  to  fee  whether  he 
was  killed  ;  but  he  was  not  a  whit  the 
vvorfe  for  his  tumble.      So  I  fhould  ha* 
fell  into  a  paffion  with  him  then,  to  be 
fure,  about  my  corn,  but  his  horfe  had 
got  fuch  a  terrible  fprain,  I  couldn't  fay 
any   thing  to  him,  for  I  was  a  pit}  ing 
the  poor  animal.     As  fine  a  hunter  as 
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ever  you  faw !     I  am   jar  tain   fare  he 
could  never  come  to  good  after. 

Talbot.  (qfide)  I  do  think,  from  the 
defcription,  that  this  was  Wheeler :  and 
I  have  paid  for  the  horfe,  which  he  fpoil- 
ed  !  (Aloud)  Should  you  know  either 
the  man  or  the  horfe  again,  if  you  were 
to  fee  them,  fanner  ? 

Farm.  Aye,  that  I  fhould,  to  my 
dying  day. 

Talb.  Will  you  come  with  me,  then, 
and  you'll  do  me  fome  guineas  worth  of 
fervice. 

Farm.  Aye,  that  I  will,  with  a  deal 
of  pleafure  ;  tor  you  be  a  civil  fpoken 
young  gentleman,  and,  befides,  I  don't 
think  the  worfe  on  you  for  b&ogfrigJtted 
a  little  about  your  mother;  being  what 
I  might  ha*  been  at  your  age,  my  fell ; 
for  I  had- a  mother  myiclf  once.  So, 
lead  on,  mailer.  \Exeunt. 

End  of  the  fecond  Act. 

••"OL,   VI.  M 
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ACT  THE  THIRD. 

SCENE    I. 
The  Garden  of  the  Windmill  Inn,  at  Salt  Hill.  . 

Mifs  Burfal,  Mrs.  Newington,  Sally  the  cham- 
bermaid. 

[Mifs  Burfal,  very  miicli  dreffed, 
is  Jiff  ing  on  .  a  garden  Jtoot,  cmd 
leans  her  head  againjl  the  land- 
lady, as  if  fainting — Sally  holds 
a  glafs  of  water  and  a  fmtlling- 
bottle. 

Mifs  B.  Where  am  I  ?  Where  am  I  ? 
Landlady.      At     the    Windmill    at 
Salt  Hill,  young  lady;  and  ill  or  well 
you  can't  be  better. 

Sally.    Do  you   find  yourfelf  better 
fince  coming  into  the  air,  mils  ? 

Mifs  B.  Better  !  .Oh,, I  fhall  never  be 
better.      . 

[Lea?is  her  head  on  her  hand,  and 
rocks  hcrfelf  backwards  and  for- 
wards. 
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[Landlady.  My  dear  'young  lady, 
•don't  take  on  fo.  (Afide]  IWow  would 
J  give fomewhat  to  know  what  it  wasrny 
lady  Piereefield  faid  to  the  father.,  and 
what  the  father  faid  to  this  one,  and 
what's  the  matter  at  the  bottom  of 
affairs. — Sally, -did  you  hear  any  thing 
at  the  doors  ? 

Sally,  (ajide)  ,No,  indeed,  ma'am  ; 
i  never  he's  at  the  doors. 

Landlady,  (afide)  Simpleton  ! — (A- 
loud]  But,  my  dear  Mifs  Burfal — if  I 
may  be  fo  bold — if  you'd  only  di tern- 
bo  fom  your  mind  of  what's  on  it — 

J\lifs  B.  Difembofum  my  mind  ! 
Nonfenfe  !  I've  nothing  on  my  mind. 
Pray,  leave  me,  madam. 

Landlady,  (ajide]  Madam,  indeed  ! 
— Madam,  forlboth  !  O,  I'll  make  her 
pay  for  that.  That  madam  fhall  go  down  in 
.the  bill,  as  lure  as  my  name's  Newjngton. 

Landlady.  Well,  I  wilh  you  better, 
M   2 
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ma'am.     I  fuppofe  I'd  beft  fend  your 
own  fervant  ? 

Mifs  B.  (fullenly}  Yes,  I  fuppofe  fo. 
— (to  Sally)— You  need  not  wait, 
child,  nor  look  fo  curious. 

Sally.  Curious!  Indeed,  mifs,  if  I 
look  a  little  cur'ous,  or  fo,  (looking  at 
her  chefs}  'tis  only  becauie  I  was 
frighted  to  fee  you  take  on,  which  made 
me  forget  my  clean  apron,  when  I  came 
out ;  and  this  apron — 

Mifs  B.      Hum  !     hufli  !     child  :- 
Don't     tell    me    about    clean    aprons, 
nor  run  on  with  your  vulgar  talk.     Is 
there  ever   a  feat  one    can    fet   on   in 
that  //arbour  yonder  ? 

Sally.  Oh,  dear  'art,  yes,  Mifs,  'tis 
the  pleafanteft  //arbour  on  //earth.  Be 
pleafed  to  lean  on  my  //arm,  and  you'll- 
foon  be  there. 

Mifs  B.  (going)  Then  tell  my  wo- 
man (lie  need  not  come  to  me,  and  let 
nobody  interude  on  me — do  ye  'ear  f 
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(AJide)  O,  what  will  become  of  mp  ! 
And  the  Talbots  will  foon  know  it  ! — 
And  the  ponies,  and  the  curricle,  and 
the  vis-a-vis — what  will  become  of 
them  ?  and  how  (hall  I  make  my  ap- 
pearance at  the  Montem,  or  any  ware 
dfer 


S  C  E  X  E    IT. 
Lord  John — Wheeler — Burfal. 

Wheel.  Well,  but  my  lord— Well, 
but  Burfai — though  my  lady  Fierce- 
field — though  Mifs  BurCal  is  come  to  Salt 
Hill,  you  won't  leave  us  all  at  fixes  and 
ievens.  What  can  we  do  without  you  ? 

L.  J.  You  can  do  very  well  without 
me. 

Ihtrf.  You  can  do  very  well  without  me. 

Wheel  (to  Burf.)  Impoflible  !— 
impoflible  !  you  know  Mr,  Finfbury 
M  3 


102  ETON  MORTEM. 

will  be  here  juft  now,  with  the  dreiTes  9. 
and  we  have  to  try  them  on. 

Surf.  And  to  pay  for  them; 

Wheel.  And  to  fettle  about  the  pro- 
ceffion. — And    then,,     my    lord,    the- 
ele<flion  is  to  come    on    this   evening ;; 
you  won't  go   till  that's  over,   as  your; 
lord  (hip    has  promffed  me  your  lord- 
fhip's  vote  and  intereft. 

LordJ.  My  vote   I   promifed    you,, 
Mr.  Wheeler  j    but   I   faid    not  a  fyl- 
lable  about  my  intereft.     My  friends,., 
perhaps,  have  not  been  offended,  though, 
I  have,  by  Mr.  Talbot.     I  lhall  leave 
them  to  their  own  inclinations. 

JBurfal,  (zvhi/lling)Wheugl} !  wheugli ! 
wheugh  !• — Wheeler,,  the  principal's 
nothing  without,  the.  intereft. 

Wheel.  O,  the  intereft  will  go  along 
with  the  principal,  of  courfe  ;  for,  I'm. 
perfuaded,  if  my  lord  leaves  his  friends 
to  their  inclinations,  it  will  be  the  in- 
clination, of  my  lord's  fric-nds  to  vote  as 


ETON    MONT EM.  183 

h;e  does,  if  he  fays  nothing  to  them  to 
the  contrary* 

Lord  J.  I  told  you,  Mr.  Wheeler, 
that  I  fhould  leave  them  to  themfelves. 

Burf.  (jiitt  zvlnjtling)  Well,  I'll  do 
my  bed  to  make  that  father,  of  mine 
fend  me  off  to  Oxford.  I'm  fure  I'm 
fit  to  go — along  with  Wheeler.  Why, 
you'd  befl  be  my  tutor,  Wheeler  • — a. 
•Jevilifn  good  thought. 

Wheel   An  excellent  thought  ! 

Bnrf.  And  a  -  curled  fine  dull  we 
lliould  kick  up  at  Oxford-  with  your 
Montem  money  and  all  ! — Money's  the 
go,  after  all.  I  wifh  it  was.  come  to  my 
making  you  my  lail  bow,  '*  ye  diftant 
fpires,  ye  antic  towers  !" 

Wheel  (afide  to  Lord  J.}  Ye  antic. 
towers  ! — fit  for  Oxford,  my  lord  ! 

Lord  J.  Antique  towers,  I  fuppofe, 
Mr.  Burfal  means. 

Burf.  Antique,  to  be    fure  1   I    faid 
antique,  did  not  I,  Wheeler  ? 
M  4 
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17 heel.  O,  yes. 

Lord  J.  (ajide)  What  a  mean  ani- 
mal is  this  ! 

Enter  Rory  o'Ryan. 

Rory.  Why,  now,  what's  become  of 
Talbot,  I  want  to  know  ?  There  he  is 
not  to  be  found  any  where  in  the  wide 
world  ,  and  there's  a  hullaboloo  amongft 
his  friends  for  him. 

(Wheeler    and    Burfal    zcink    at   one 
another.} 

Wheel.  We  know  nothing  of  him. 

Lord  J.  I  have  not  the  honour,  fir, 
to  be  one  of  Mr.  Taibot's  friends.  It 
is  his  own  fault,  and  I  am  forry  for  it. 

Rory.  Faith,  fo  am  I,  efpecially  as  it 
Is  mine — fault  I  mean — and  efpecially 
as  the  election  is  juft  going  to  come  on. 

Enter  a  party  of  boys,  who  cry,  Finf- 
bury's  come — Finfbury's  come  with  the 
drefles. 

Wheel  Finfbury's  come  !  O,  let  us  fee 
thedreffes,  and  let  us  try 'em  on  to -night. 
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Burf.  (puJJiing  the  crowd}  On  with 
ye — On  with  ye,  there  ! — Let's  try  'em 
on  ! — Try  'em  on — Fin  to  be  colonel. 

ift  hoy.  And  I  lieutenant. 

id  boy.  And  I  enfign. 

$d  boy.  And  I  college  falt-bearer. 

^th  boy.  And  I  oppident. 

$th  boy.  O?  what  a  pity  I'm  in  mourn- 
ing! 

Several  f peak  at  once.  And  we  are 
fervitors — we  are  to  be  the  eight  fervitors. 

Wheel.  And  I  am  to  be  your  cap- 
tain, I  hope.  Come  on,  my  colonel — • 
(to  Biirfal).  My  lord,  you  are  coming. 

Ror$.  By  and  by — I've  a  word  in  his 
ear,  by  your  lave  and  his. 

Burf.  Why,  what  the  devil  flops  the 
way,  there  ? — PuQi  on — On  with  them. 

6th  boy.  I'm  marfhal. 

Burf.  On  with  ye — on  with  ye — 
who  cares  what  you  are  ? 

Wheeler,  (to  Burfal,  afide)  You'll 
pay  Finfbury  for  me,  you  rich  jew  ? — 
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(to  Lord  John}  Your  lord Qiip  will  re- 
member your  lord  (hip's  -promise. 

Lord  J.  I  do  not  ufually  forget  my 
promifes,  fir  ;  and  therefore  ne^d  not 
to  be  reminded  of  them. 

Wheel.     I    beg    pardon— I    beg    ten . 
thoufand  pardons,  my  lord. 

Burf.  (taking,  him  ly  the  arm]  Come 
o-r,  man,  and  don't  (land  begging  par- 
don there,  or  I'lMeave  you. 

Jrheel.  (to  Burf.}  I  beg  pardon, 
Burfal — I  beg  pardon,  ten  thoufand 
times.  [ExewitJ 

Manent  Lord  John  andRori)  (yilyan. 

Rorij.  Wheugh  ! — Now,  put  the  caie, 
if  I  was  going  to  be  hanged,  for  the  life 
of  me,  Icould'nt  be  after  begging  fo  many 
pardons  for  nothing  at  all.  But  many 
men,  many  minds. — (Hums)  True  game 
to  the  laft  I  No  Wheeler  for  me.  O, 
murder  !  I  forgot  I  was  nigh  letting  the 
cat  out  o'  the  bag  again. 

LordJ.  You  had  fomething  to  fay  to 
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me,  fir  ?  I  wait  till  your  recollection  returns. 
Rory..  Faith,  and  that's  very  kind  of  you ;. 
and  if  you. had  always  done  fo,  you  would 
never  have  been  offended,  with  me,  my 
lord. 

LordJ.  You  are  miilaken,  Mr. 
O'Ryan,.  if  you  think,  that  you  did  or 
could  offend  me. 

Rorij.  Miftaken  I-  was,  then,  fure 
enough  :  but  we  are  all  liable  to  mif- 
takes,  and  fhould  forget  and  forgive 
one  another. — that's  the  way  to  go 
through  the  world.. 

Lord  /.  You  will  go  through  the 
world  your. own. way,  Mr.  O'Ryan,  and 
allow  me  to  go  through  it  my  way. 

Rory*.  Very  fair — fair  enough — then 
we  (han't  crofs.: — But  now,  to  come  to  the 
point — I  don't  like  to  be  making  dif- 
agreeable  retrofpeds,  if  I  could  any  way 
avoid  it  ^nor  to  be  going  about  the  bufh, 
efpeciaily  at  this  time,  a-day,  when,  as 
Mr.  Finfbury's  come,  we've  not  fo  mucli 
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time  as  we  had,  to  lofe.  Is  it  true,  then, 
my  lord,  the  report  that  isgoingabout  this 
hour  pad,  that  you  have  gone  in  a  huff,  and 
given  yourpromife  there  to  that  fneaking 
Wheeler,  to  vote  for  him,  now  ? 

Lord  J.  In  anfwer  to  your  queflion, 
fir,  lam  to  inform  you,  that  I  havepro- 
mifed  Mr.  Wheeler  to  vote  for  him. 

liory.  In  a  huff? — Aye,  now,  there 
it  is  ! — Well,  when  a  man's  mad,  to  be 
lure,  he's  mad — and  that's  all  that  cad 
be  faid  about  it.  And  I  know,  if  I  had 
been  mad  myfelf,  I  might  have  done 
a  fool i (li  thing  as  well  as  another.  But 
now,  my  lord,  that  you  are  not  mad — 

LordJ.  \  proteft,  fir,  I  cannot  under- 
fland  you.  In  one  word,  fir,  I'm  neither 
mad  nor  a  fool. — Your  moil  obedient. 
(going  angrily] 

Rory.  (holding  him)  Take  care,  now, 
you  are  going  mad  with  me  again. — But, 
phoo  \  I  like  ye  the.  better  for  being 
mad.  I'm  very  often  mad  myfelf,  and 
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would  not  give  a  potatoe  for  one  that 
had  never  been  mad  in  his  life. 

Lord  J.  (qftde)  He'll  not  be  quiet, 
till  he  makes  me  knock  him  down. 

Rory.  Agh  !  agh  !  agh  !  I  begin  to 
guefs  whereabouts  I  am  at  laft — Mad, 
in  your  country,  I  take.it,  means  fit  for 
Bedlam  ;  but  with  us  in  Ireland,  now, 
'tis  no  fuch  thing.  It  means  nothing 
in  life  but  the  beinsr  in  a  paffion. — 

O  I 

Weil,  one  comfort  is,  my  lord,  as  you're 
a  bit  of  a  fcholar,  we  have  the  latin  pro- 
verb in  our  favour,  <f  Ira  furor  hrevis 
eft. "  Anger's  fliort  madnefs. — The  (hort- 
er  the  better,  I  think.  So,  my  lord,  to 
put  an  end  to  whatever  of  the  kind  you 
may  have  felt  towards  poor  Talbot, 
Til  affure  you  he's  as  innocent  o'  that 
unfortunate  fong  as  the  babe  unborn. 

Lord  J.  It  is  rather  late  for  Mr.  Tal- 
bot to  make  apologies  to  ine. 

Rory.  He  make  apologies !  Not  he, 
faith:  he'd  fend. me  to  Coventry,  or. 
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may  be,  ro  a  worfe  place,  did  he  but 
know  I  was  condefcending  to  make  this 
bit  of  an  explanation,  unknown  to  him. 
But,  upon  my  confcience,  I've  a  regard 
for  ye  both,  and  don't  like  to  fee  you 
go  together  by  the  ears. — Now,  look 
"you,  my  lord — by  this  book,  and  all  the 
books  that  ever  were  (hut  and  opened,  he 
never  faw  or  heard  of  that  unlucky  fong 
of  mine,  till  I  carne  out  with  it  this 
.morning. 

Lord  J.  But  you  told  me  this  morn- 
Ing,  that  it  was  he  wrote  it. 

Rory.  For  that  I  take  fhame  to  myfelf, 
as  it  turned  out ;  but  it  was  only  a  white 
lie  to  ferve  a  friend,  and  make  him  cut 
a  dafh  with  a  new  fong  at  eledlion  time. 
But  I've  done  for  ever  with  white  lies. 

Lord  J.  (walking  about  as  if  agi- 
tated) I  wilh  you  had  never  begun  with 
them,  Mr.  O'Ryan.  This  may  be  a  good 
joke  to  you  ;  but  it  is  none  to  me  or  Tal- 
bot. — So  Talbot  never  wrote  a  word  of 
the  fong  ? 
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Eorv.  Not  a  word,  or  fy liable,  good 
or  bad. 

'Lord  J.  And  I  have  given  rny  pro- 
mife,  to  vote  againft  him.  He'll  iofe 
•his  election  ! 

Rory  Not  if  you'll  give  me  leave  to 
fpeak  to  your  friends,  in  your  name. 

LordJ.  I  have  promifed  to  leave  them 
-to  themfetves, <and  Wheeler,  I  am  fure, 
•has  engaged  them, by  this  time. 

Rory.  Elefs  my  body!  I'll  not  flay 
prating  here  then.  [ E  vit  Rory. 

Lord  J.  (follozcs)  But  what  can  have 
become  of  Talbot  ?  -I  have  been  too 
hafty  for  once  in  my  life. — Well,  I  fhail 
fuffer  for  it  more  than -any  body  elfe., 
for  I  love  Talbot,  fincc  he  did  not  make 


the  fong,  of  which  I  hate  to  think. 


[Exit 
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SCENE. 

A  large  Hall  in  Eton  College— A  Stair-cafe  at 
the  End- — Eton  Lads  drefled  in  their  Mon- 
tern  Drefies  in  back  Scene — In  front,  Wheeler 
(dreffed  as  Captain)  Burfal,  and  Finfbary. 

Finf.  I  give  you  infinite  credit,  Mr. 
Wheeler,  for  this  drefs. 

Burf.  Infinite  credit  !  Why,  he'll 
have  no  objection  to  that,  hey,  Wheeler  ? 
— But  I  thought  Finfbury  knew  you 
too  well,  to  give  you  credit  for  any 
thing. 

Finf.  You  are  pleafed  to  be  pleafant, 
fir.  Mr.  Wheeler  knows,  in  that  fenfe 
of  the  word,  it  is  out  of  my  power  to 
give  him  credit,  and  I'm  fure  he  would 
not  afk  it. 

Wheeler,  (a fide)  O,  Burfal,  pay  him  ; 
and  I'll  pay  you  to-morrow. 

Burf.  Now,  if  you  weren't  to  be 
captain  after  all,  Wheeler,  what  a  pretty 
figure  you'd  cut.  Ha!  ha  !  ha  ! — Hey  : 
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Wheel.  O,  I  am  as  fure  of  being 
captain,  as  of  being  alive. — (afide)  Do 
pay  for  me,  now — there's  a  good  dear 
fellow,  before  they  (looking  back)  come 
up. 

Burf.  (ajide)  I  love  to  make  him 
lick  the  duft.— (aloud)  Hollo  !  Here's 
Finfbury  waiting  to  be  paid,  lads. — (to 
the  lads  who  are  in  the  back  fee ne) — 
Who  has  paid,  and  who  has  not  paid,  I, 
fay  ? 

The  lads  come  forward,  and  fever al 
exclaim  at  once 

I've  paid  !  I've  paid  ! 
Enter  Lord  John  and  Rory  O'Ryan. 

Rory.  O,  King  of  Glory,  how  fine  we 
are !  Why,  now,  to  look  at  ye  all,  one 
might  fancy  one's  felf  at  the  play-houfe 
at  once,  or  at  a  fancy  ball  in  dear  little 
Dublin. — Come,  flrike  up  a  dance. 

Burf.  Pfhaw  !  Wherever  you  come 
Rory  O'Ryan,  no  one  elfe  can  be  heard. 

VOL.   VI. 
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Who -has  paid,  and  who  has  not  paid, 
I  fay  ?  . 

Several  boys  exclaim*  We've  all  paid. 

ly?  boy.  I've  not  paid,  but  here's  my 
money. 

Several  boys.  We  have  not  paid,  but 
here's  our  money. 

6lh  boy.  Order,  there  !  I  am  mar- 
fhal.  All  that  have  paid,  march  off  to 
the  flair-cafe,  and  take  your  feats  there, 
one  by  one. — March. 

[As  they  march  by,  one  by  one, 
fo  as  to  difplay  their  dreffts^  Mr. 
Finjbury  bates,  and  fays, 

A  thoufand  thanks,  gentlemen — 
Thank  you,  gentlemen — Thanks,  gen- 
tlemen.— The  fined  fight  ever  I  faw 
out  of  Lon'on. 

Rory,  as  each  lad  pqffes,  catches  his 
arm.  Are  you  a  Talbotz'te,  or  a  Wheeler- 
ite  f — To  each  who  anfwers  A  Wheeler- 
ite,  Rory  replies,  "  Phoo — dance  off, 
then" — Go  to  the  devil  and  Jhake  your- 
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felf*. Each  who  anfwers  A  Talbot- 

ite,  Rory  fhakes  by  the  hand  violently, 
Tinging, 

"  Talbot,  O  Talbot's  the  dog  for  Rory." 

When  they  have  almojl  all  faffed. 
Lord  John  fays,  But  where  can  Mr. 
Talbot  be  all  this  time? 

Eurf.  Who  knows  ?     Who  cares  ? 

Wheel.  A  pretty  electioneerer ! — (ajide 
to  Rurfal]  Finfbury 's  waiting  to  be  paid. 

Lord  /.  You  don't  wait  for  me,  Mr. 
Finfbury.  You  know  I  have  fettled 
with  you. 

Finf.  Yes,  my  lord — yes.  Many 
thanks  ;  and  I  have  left  your  lordfhip's 
drefs  here,  and  every  body's  drefs,  I 
believe,  as  befpoke. 

Burf.  Here  Finfbury 's  the  money 
for  Wheeler,  who,  between  you  and  I, 
is  as  poor  as  a  rat. 

Wheeler,  (affecting  to  laugh)  Well, 

*  This  is  the  name  of  a  country  dance. 
N    2 
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I  hope  r  I  (hall  be  as   rich  as  a  jew  to- 
morrow. 

\_Burfal  counts  money  in  an  often- 
tatioits  manner  into  Finjbury's 
hand. 

Finf.  A^||tfand  tlianks  for  all  fa- 
vours. 

Rory.  You'll  be  kind  enough,  to 
lave  Mr.  Talbot's  drefs  with  me,  Mr. 
Finfbury ;  for  I'm  a  friend. 

Finf.  Indubitably,  fir;  but  the  mis- 
fortune is — he  !  he  !  ha  ! — Mr.  Talbot, 
fir,  has  befpoke  no  drefs. — Your  fer- 
vant,  gentlemen.  [Exit  Finjbury. 

Burf.  So  your  friend,  Mr.  Talbot, 
could  not  afford  to  befpeak  a  drefs. — 
(Bitrfal  and  Wheeler  laugh  infolejitly] 
How  comes  that,  I  wonder  ? , 

Lord  J.  If-  I'm  not  miftaken,  here 
comes  Talbot,  to  anfwer  for  himfelf. 

Rory.  But  who,  in  the  name  of  St. 
Patrick,  has  he  along  with  him  ? 
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Enter  Talbot  mid  Landlord. 
Tall).  Come  in  along  with  us,  farmer 
Hearty  —  Come  in. 

(  Whiljl   the  farmer  comes  /;?,  the 
boys,   who  were  fitting  on  the 
flairs,   rife  andjtjjtim  — 
^^^w 


Whom  have  we  hwhat  now? 
come  down,  lads,  here's  more  fun. 

Rory.  What's  here,  Talbot? 

Tall).  An  honefl  farmer,  and  a  good 
natured  landlord,  who  would  come  here 
along  with  me  to  fpeak  — 

Farm,  (interrupting)  To  fpeak  the 
truth  (Jlrikes-  his  flick  on  the  ground) 

Landlord,  (unbuttoning  his  wai/l* 
coat)  But  I  am  fo  hot  —  fo  fliort  winded, 
that  (panting  and  puffing)  that  for  the, 
foul  and  body  of  me,  I  cannot  fay  what 
1  have  got  for  to  fay. 

Rory.  Faith  now  the  more  fliort 
winded  a  flory  the  better,  to  my  fancy. 

Burf.  Wheeler,  what's  the  matter,  man  j 
you  look  as  it  your  under  jaw  was  -broke: 
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Farm.  The  matter  is,  young  gentle- 
men, that  there  was  once  upon  a  time  a 
fine  bay  hunter. 

Wheel,  (fqueezing  up  to  Talbot  afide) 
Don't  expofe  me,  dont  let  him  tell — ( to 
the  Farmej^j3\  pay  for  the  corn  I  fpoil- 
ed.  (to  the  landlord)  I'll  pay  for  the  horfe. 

Farm.  I  does  not  want  to  be  paid  for 
my  corn — the  (hort  of  it  is,  young  gentle- 
men, this  'un  here  in  the  fine  thing'em- 
bobs  (pointing  to  Wheeler]  is  a  fhabby 
fellow — he  went  andfpoiled  farmer  Nevv- 
ington's  beft  hunter. 

Land,  (panting]  Ruinationed  him, 
ruinationed  him. 

Rory.  But  was  that  all  the  fhabbinefs  ? 
now  I  might,  or  any  of  us  might  have  had 
fuch  an  accident  as  that — I  fuppofe  he  paid 
the  gentleman  for  the  horfe — or  will  do  fo 
in  good  time. 

Land,  (holding  his  fides}  O  that  I 
had  but  a  little  breath  in  this  body 
o'mine  to  fay  all — fpeak  on  farmer. 

4 
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Farm.    (Jinking    his  ftick    'on   the 
Jloor)  Oons,  fir,  when  a  man's  put  out, 
he  can't  go  on  with  his  (lory. 
O nines.  Be  quiet,  Rory — hufh. 

(Rory  puts  his  tfinger  on   his  lips} 

Farm.  Why,  fir,  I  was  a'going  to  tell 
you  the  (habbinefs — Why,  fir,  he  did  not 
pay  landlord  here  for  the  horfe,  but  he 
goes  and  faystothelandlord  here — u  Mr. 
"  Talbot  had  your  horfe  on  the  felf  fame 
<£  day,  'twas  lie  did  thedamage,  'tis  from 
"  he  you  am  ft  get  your  money" — So  Mr. 
Talbot  here,  who  is  another  guefs  fort 
of  a  gentleman,  (though  he  has  not  fo 
fine  a  coat)  would  not  fee  a  man  at  a  lofs, 
that  could  not  afford  it,  and  not  know- 
ing which  of 'em  it  was  that  fpoiled  the 
horfe,  goes,    when  he  finds    the    other 
would  not  pay  a  farthing,  and  pays   all. 
Rory.  (rubbing   his  hands)    There's 
Talbot  for  ye.  — And  now  gentlemen  ( to 
Wheeler  and  Burfal)    you   guefs   the 
N  4 
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rafo?i,  as  Ido,  I  fuppofe,  why  he  befpoke 
nodrefs — he  had  not  money  enough  to  be 
fine — and  honeil  too — You  are  very  fine, 
Mr.  Wheeler,  to  do  you  juftice. 

Lord  J.  Pray,  Mr.  O'Ryan,  let  the 
farmer  go  on — he  has  more  to  fay — 
How  did  you  find  out  pray,  my  good 
friend,  that  it  was  not  Talbot,  who  fpoil- 
ed  the  horfe — Speak  loud  enough,  to 
be  heard  by  every  body. 

Farm.  Aye  that  I  will — I  fay  (very 
loudly]  I  lay  I  faw  him  there  (pointing 
to  Wheeler]  take  the  jump  which 
{trained  the  horfe — and  I'm  ready  to 
fwear  to  it — Yet  he  let  another  pay — 
there's  the  fhabbinefs. 

(A  general  groan  from  all  the  lads 
—OhJJiabby  Wheeler,  /Jiabby  ! 
Til  not  vote  for Jhabby  Wheeler] 

Lord  J.  (ajide]  Alas,  I  muft  vote  for 
him. 
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Rory  (fmgs) 

"  True  game  to  the  laft,   no  Wheeler  for  me. 
"  Taibot !  O,  Talbot's  the  dog  for  me." 

(Several  voices  join  the  chorus) 

Burf.  Wheeler,  if  you  are  not  chofen 
captain,  you  mufb  fee  and  pay  me  for 
the  drefs. 

Wheel.  I'm  as  poor  as   a  rat. 

Rory.  O  yes!  O  yes!  hear  ye!  hear 
ye  all  manner  of  men— The  eledion  is 
now  goino;  to  begin  forthwith  in  the 

O  O  D 

big  field,  and  Rory  O'Ryan  holds  the 
poll  for  Taibot — Taibot  forever,  huzza'? 

(Exit  Rory  followed  by  the  boys 
who  exclaim-  — Taibot  for  ever 
huzza— the  landlord  and  farmer 
join  them. 

Lord  J.  Taibot,  I'm  glad  you  are,  what 
I  always  thought  you— -I'm  glad  you  did 
not  write  that  odious  fong---I  would  not 
lofe  fuch  a  friend  for  all  the  fongs  in  the 
world— Forgive  me  for  my  haftinefs  this 
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morning — I've     punifhed    myfelf—  I've 
promifed  to  vote  for  Wheeler. 

Tall).  O,  no  matter  whom  you  vote 
for,  my  lord,  if  you  are  ftill  my  friend, 
and   if  you   know  me  to  be  yours. 
(  They  Jhake  hands} 

Lord  J.  I    mud    not  fay,  "  Huzza 
for  Taihot."  {Exeunt. 


SCENE. 

Winclfor  Terrace. 

Lady  Piercefield — Mrs  Talbot— Louifa— and  a 
little  girl  of  fix  years  old,  Lady  Violetta, 
daughter  to  Lady  Piercefield. 

Violetta.  (looking  at  a  paper,  which 
Louifa  holds]  I  like  it  very  much. 

Lady  P.  What  is  it  that  you  like 
very  much,  Violetta  ? 

Violet.  You  are  not  to  know  yet, 
mamma — it  is — I  may  tell  her  that- — it  is 
a  little  drawing,  that  Louifa  is  doing  for 
me — Louifa,  1  wifli  you  would  let  me 
(hew  it  to  mamma. 
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Loitifa.  And  welcome,  my  dear,  it  is 

only  a  fketch*  of  The  little  Merchants, 

a  (lory  which  Violetta  was  reading,  and 

(lie  afked  me  to  try  to  draw  the  picture 

of  the  little  merchants  for  her. 

(  Whilft  Lady  P.  looks  at  the  draw- 
ing    Violetta  fays  to  Louifa} 
But  are  you  in  earneit,  Louifa,  about 
what  you   were  faying  to  mejudnow? 
quite  in  earned? 

Louifa.    Yes    in    earned — quite    in 
earned,  my  dear. 

Violet.  And  may  I  afk  mamma  now .; 
Louifa.  If  you  pleafe,  my  dear. 
Violet,  (rims  to  her  molher]  Stoop 
down  to  me,  mamma,  I've  fomething  to 
whifper  to  you. 

(Lady  Piercefield  Jloops  down* 
Violetta  throws  her  arms  round 
her  mother  s  neck. } 

*  The  frontifpiece  for  the  Little  Merchants, 
which  was  defigned  by  a  young  lady,  unluckily 
was  not  fmifned  in  time  to  appear  along  with  the 
Itory — It  is  inferted  in  this  place  that  it  might 
not  be  loft. 
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Violet,  (afide  to  her  mother)  Matnma> 
do  you  know — you  know  you  want  a 
governefs  for  me. 

Lady  P.  Yes,  if  I  could  find  a  good 
one. 

Violet,  (aloud]  Stoop  again,  mamma, 
I've  more  to  whifper.  (afide  to  her  mother) 
She  fays  (lie  will  be  my  governefs,  if 
you  pleife. 

Lady  P.  She!— who  \sjke? 

Violtt.  Louifa. 

Lady  P.  (patting  Violetta's  cheek) 
You  are  a  little  fool — Mifs  Talbot  is 
only  playing  with  you. 

Violet.  No  indeed,  mamma,  (lie  is  in 
earneft,  are  not  you,  Louifa? — O,  fay  yes, 

Louifa.  Yes. 

Violet,  (claps  her  hands)  Yes,  mamma, 
you  hear  yes. 

Louifa.  If  Lady  Piercefield  will  truft 
you  to  my  care — I  am  perfuaded,  that  I 
fhould  be  much  happier  as  your  governefs, 
:my  good  little  Violetta,  than  as  an  hum- 
ble dependant  of  Mifs  Burfal's.  (ajide  to 
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mother]  You  fee,  that,  now  I  am  put 
to  the  trial,  I  keep  to  my  refolution,  dear 
mother. 

Mrs.  T.  Your  ladyfhip  would  nut 
be  furprifed  at  this  offer  of  my  Louifa's, 
it  you  had  heard,  as  we  have  done 
within  thefe  few  hours,  of  the  lofs  of 
the  Eaft  India  fhip  in  which  almoft, 
our  whole  property  was  embarked. 

Louifa.  The  Bombay  Caftle  is  wreck- 
ed. 

Lady  P.  The  Bombay  Cattle!  I  have 
the  pleafure  to  tell  you,  that  you  are 
mifmformed — It  was  the  Airly  Cafcle 
that  was  wrecked. 

Louifa  and  Mrs.   T.  Indeed ! 

Lady  P.  Yes — You  may  depend 
upon  it — It  was  the  Airly  Caflle,  that 
was  loft — You  know  I  am  juft  come 
from  Portfmouth,  where  I  went  to  meet 
my  brother.  Governor  Morton,  who 
came  home  with  the  laft  India  fleet, 
and  from  whom  I  had  the  intelli- 
gence, 
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(Here  Violet ta  interrupts,  to  aJJc 
her  mother  for  her  nofegay — 
Lady  P.  gives  it  to  her,  and 
then  goes  onfpeaking.) 

Lady  P.  They  were  in  fuch  hade, 
foolifh  people'!  to  carry  their  news  to 
London,  that  they  miflook  one  caflle 
-for  another — But  do  you  know,  that 
Mr.  Burfal  lofes  fifty  thoufand  pounds, 
it  is  faid,  by  the  Airly  Cafilc. — When 
=1  told  him  (he  was  loft,  I  thought  he 
would  have  dropped  down — however  I 
found  he  comforted  himfelf  afterwards 
•with  a  bottle  of  burgundy — but  poor 
Mifs  Burfal  has  been  in  hyflerics  ever 
fince. 

Mrs.  T.  Poor  girl! — My  Louifa, 
you  did  not  fall  into  hyfterics,  when 
J  told  you  of  the  lofs  of  our  whole 
fortune. 

( Violetta  during  this  dialogue  has 
hcenfeated  on  the  ground  ma- 
king  up  a  nofegay. ) 
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Violet,  (afide}  Fall  into  hyflerics! 
what  are  hyflerics,  I  wonder. 

Louifa.  Mils  Burfal  is  much  to  be 
pitied,  for  the  lofs  of  wealth  will  be  the 
lofs  of  happinefs  to  her. 

Lady  P.  It  is  to  be  hoped,  that  this 
lofs  may  at  lead  check  the  foolifh 
pride  and  extravagance  of  young  Bur- 
ial, who,  as  my  fon  tells  me — 

(A     cry    of   "  Hn—a  !— Huzza . " 
behind  the  fcenes. 

Enter  Lord  John. 

Lord  J.  (haftily)  How  d'ye  do 
mother? — Mils  Talbot,  I  give  you 

j°y— 

Lady  P.  Take  breath,  take  breath. 

Louifa.  Is  my   brother — 

Mrs.  T.  Here  he  is  ?— Hark— Hark ! 

(A  cry  behind  the  fcenes  of  "  Tal- 
bot and  truth  for  ever!  Huzza !" ) 
Louifa.  They  are  chairing  him. 
Lord  J.  Yes,,  they  are  chairing  him, 
-ind  he  has  been  choferrfcr  his  honour- 
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able  conduct,  not  for  his  electioneer- 
ing Ikill,  for,  to  do  him  jnflice,  Coriola- 
nus  himfelf  was  not  aworfe  eleftioneerer. 
Enter  Rory  O'Ryan  and  another  Eton 

lad  carrying  Talbot  in  a  chair,  fol- 

lowed   by  a   crowd  of  Eton  lads. 

Rory.  By  your  lave,  my  lord — By 
your  lave,  ladies. 

Omnes.  {Huzza!  Talbot  and  truth 
for  ever  Huzza!} 

Talb.  Set  me  down!  there's  my 
mother! — there's  my  fitter  ! 

Rory.  Eafy,  eafy — Set  him  down ! 
— No  fuch  ting\  give  him  t'other  huz- 
za! there's  nothing  like  a  good  loud 
huzza  in  this  world — Yes  faith -there  is, 
for  as  my  Lord  John  faid  juft  now,  out 
of  fome  book  or  his  own  head, 

"  One   felf-approving    hour  whole  years    out- 

"  weighs 
.'  Of  ftupid  ftarers  and  of  loud  huzzas." 

(Cur  tain  falls.} 

THE    END. 

Primed  ly  G.  Woodfall,  22,  Paternofler-Ro'V}. 


-..*.  u* 


